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PREFACE. 

This book is prefaced by its title page, requiring but 
little to be sai<i as to the design oftlie writer, or his mo- 
tives for writing it. 

It is hardly necessary for the author to put in a dis- 
ctdimer that he assumes to be neither a historiographer 
nor a biographer, much Jess an annalist ; semi- historic, 
irregular and defoctive, if you will, is the only title he 
claims for it. 

Whether it be accorded or not, it is none the less true 
that ** every man has his own Btyle, as he has his ' own 
nose;^ and il is neither poliie nor Christian to rally 
a inah about iiis hose, however singular it may be " — a 
fact pregnant with homely sdnse, and commends itself 
to the exercise of charity on the part of the critical 
reader. 

Conceived when gout most troubled, and born of neces- 
sity, it was written when afflicted with physical pain, 
amply recompensed, however, in the pleasurable inter- 
est it gave in reviving the scenes and recollections of 
his boyhood days.^ Should the reader derive a tithe of 
the interest in reading that was afforded in writing, the 
author will be doubly recompensed. 

An apology is due the theme it purports to treat, and 
is beseechingly asked for the author, for having written 
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it hurriedly and without snfScietit dftta. He had writ- 
ten to many of the immediate successors of the first aud 
early settlers in the Big Hatchie country for something 
of the early lives and connecting incidents of their 
brave fathers and people, in subduing the wilds of West 
Tennessee ; but, for some cause or other, except in a few 
instances, he received no response ; possibly they feared 
to trust such a priceless heritage to the pen of unknown 
authorship. 

It is to be regretted,, as their names and heroism in 
hewing down the forest and opening up the way to 
thrift and refined civilized enjoyment would have con- 
tributed greatly to the interest of the history of Olp 
Times izr West Tennessee, 

The author, not wishing to ''play shownian to his 
own machinery," submits the foUowing pages to the 
reader for what they are worth, with a prayer that he 
be gentle and deal lightly, and, if merit there be, encour- 
age him to a wider field^ yet lying &Ilow in its virgin 
i^eshness. the author. 
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OLD TIMES 

IN 

WEST TENNESSEE. 

CHAPTER L 

Beminiscences — Semi- Historic — of Pioneer Life and the 
Early Emigrant Settlers of the Big Hatchie Country, 

The poetic vision of the Greek, in looking back 
through dim antiquity, when Ilion resisted the 
thunder-bolts of Agamemnon's hosts; when the 
Argos, freighted with human life, weighed anchor 
and sailed away to the far-off Colchis; the more 
modern romances of Fernando DeSoto, Juan Ponce 
de Leon, Pocahontas and her Captain Smith, Daniel 
Boone and Tecumseh, is not more thrilling in inter- 
est to the descendents of the pioneer settlers of this 
country than the land of the Chickasaws and Davy 
Crockett — ^the Obion, Forked Deer and the Big 
Hatchie country — ^when in the cradle of the wilder- 
ness. 

On the banks of a beautiful creek, north of the 
Big Hatchie River, in the early days of March, little 
less than three score years ago, my father pitched 
his tent, and called it home. There the abode of 
civilization was first planted in that trackless wilder- 
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ness. Then but a lad of less than twelve summers, 
the haunts of the countless wild beasts which filled 
the land are as freshly mapped out as if it were but 
yesterday. The frightful howl of the wolf, and the 
sharp, startling scream of the panther, became as 
familiar as household words. 

'Twas there in chUdhood I played ; 
la the untrodden wUderaeM -I strAi^«d; 
l4tnd of my youth, whose memories Ifijst, 
Linking the present with the past. 

Thither my father moved from the sands of the 
old settled part of Mississippi, south of latitude 32®, 
a distance of more than three hundred miles, through 
a wild, trackless, savagie territory. The fatigue and 
peril of moving a large family of white and black, 
through a savage wilderness, with all the piwaphefv 
imlla of comfortable living, in those days of rode 
travel, was an undertaking requiring almost super- 
human endurance and inflexible will, but my fittbelr 
proved himself equal to it. 

In January, 18 — , through the lonely vistas of tl» 
pine woods, was seen a long train of movers. Lt 
front rode my fether, on his faithful and sure-foote3 
dapple-gray mare, with heavy holsters swinging 
across the pommel of his saddle, with their black beaiv 
skin covering. Stern, thoughtful and Teti<5€Bt, with 
indomitable will, he had resolved to convoy his pre- 
cious charge safely through whatever of peril or 
difficulty that should menace him. Following close 
behind was a large black carryall, containing 
mother, grandmother and the young ehildren. The 
carryall (ambulance it would be called now-ardjays)^ 
my father had made in North OaroHna, witb an 
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ffym skugie to its usefiilness as a sleeping aparttneivt, 
as well as traveling vehiele ; long and bn>ad, dec^ 
sides aad high back, with heavy leather ciirtains, 
jybaed with thick, green baize, when elasely battoned 
dawn, and bed made up in it, was coanfortable 
enough for an emperor's wife. It was the traveling 
and sleeping apartment of my mother, grandmother 
and three young sistess. 

Provideiiit in ariangeci^eKit, my is&A€ had geoa to 
Mobile and purchased a year's supply of everything 
reqoittte to a comfortable living in the wilds of the 
Big Hatohia— coffee, tea, rice, sugar, flour, spioes 
i»Dd loedidnea, cards, cotton and spinning-wheel*, 
every variety and kind of seeds, implements of 
husbandly, carpenter and blacksmith tools, and 
assorted nails, not foi^tting an ample stock af . 
powder, lead and shot, selecting twenty head of 
ehoice milch cows with their calves and yearlings, 
and about the same number of stock hogs. My 
mother contributed her share in the necessary pre- 
paratioti for the journey; every otie, both black and 
white, were properly and comfortably clad in home- 
wpnn clothes — stout overcoats for tbc men ^nd long 
jackets for the women. The seats and knees of her 
boys' pants she padded with dressed buckskin (this 
economic measure is appreciated by all who have 
made long journeys, camping out every night). 
The train, when in motion, presented an imposing 
appearance. The weather being favorable, the 
country open pinewoods, now and then a few miles 
of neighborhood road, which happened to lay in 
our course, we reached the Choctaw territory at 
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nightfall on the fifth day. There we remained over 
until Monday. My father considered it necessary 
to communicate with the chief, and obtain safe con^ 
duct through his territory. These little diplomatic 
arrangements completed, and the services of a 
guide, or pilot, secured, word was given to gear up! 
The second week opened upon us heading slowly 
through the Choctaw nation^ rumbling over roots 
and such undergrowth aa did not impede travel. 
We made some days as much as ten miles, ofikener, 
however, not more than six or eight. We were not 
unfrequently delayed for several days when difficult 
crossings of streams were tor be made. Often it was 
found impracticable to construct bridges, when floats 
(pontoons) were made, and the wagons unloaded 
and taken apart, and everything packed across by 
hand. All these difficulties were met and overcome 
with a hearty good will, and songs of good cheer. 
Marvelous had been the stories told the negroes of 
the good things in store for them in the Big Hatchie 
country. That it was literally a land flowing with 
milk and honey; so rich in soil that you only had to 
make a hole ia the ground with your heel, drop the 
corn into it, and it would grow without work; the 
forest hanging with the most delicious fruits, and the 
ground covered with strawberries; even to fat pigs, 
ready roasted, and running about with knife and 
fork in their backs,«much of which they wrought 
into song. 

We found the Choctaws friendly and well dis- 
posed. My father did not, however, relax his vigU 
in having a close watch kept upon the stock during 
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the night. The cows and hogs were belled, so as to 
give the alarm when in the slightest disturbed. 
The camp was infested with Indians every night, 
bringing in every variety of game^ with other eata- 
bles, asking to trade. My fiither had supplied him- 
self with a good stock of beads and red things. A 
fively trade was carried on most every night. Ven- 
ieon and wild turkeys were in abundance, with beau- 
fiful bead baskets, and every variety of bead-work. 
A few loads of powder or a red cotton handkerchief 
would pay for a fat gobbler or a saddle of venison. 
"We fared suinptuously. 

• Reaching the Chickasaw territory, the Choctaw 
guide was relieved, my father making him many 
presents for his faithful services, sending presents to 
his chief. A Chickasaw guide was engaged, and the 
course of travel decided upon. To avoid the 
broken country along the head-waters of the numer- 
ous streams flowing westwardly, a more easterly 
direction was advised. 

Leaving the lazy and proverbially filthy Choctaw, 
\ie eiitered the Chickasaw nation — ^noble race of 
the red man, first to resist the iron heel of the white 
man, famed for their bravery and ferocious bearing 
in war, and among the first to make a generous and 
tasting peace, and cultivate the arts gf civilization. 
The country through which we traveled was slightly 
rolling, wood principally oak and hickory, devoid 
of tangled undergrowth. Traveling for days without 
kicident or difficulty worthy of mention, we reached 
the thickly settled portion of the nation, in the 
vidnity of which was situated the principal village, 
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at which the chief resided^ It wm on a Friday; 
man asd beast needed rest, and the order was giyen 
that we would lay over till Monday. No tiarel wet 
done OB the Sabhath« My &ther, a strict old^sride 
Presbyterian, warn true to his faith in <* obflerring the 
Sfebbarfh, to keep it holy/' and required of his family ^ 
hoih blaek and white, that titiey should do the same^ 

The tents were pitched upon a lovely spot, on tiae 
margin of a gentle slope overiookiiig the beautiful 
prairie to the east, a cl«ar running brook close by: 
When the bright morning sun rose, ehasing the 
gray mist over the broad expanse of Urn loively 
prairie to the east and nor&east, nuinerme Indian 
setdemen^ts, or. villages, were seen in tiie distance. 
The village at which the chief resided lay to ^am 
iftoipthwest of us some six mil^es. Orders wei!» 
given to prepare for washing— to Jack and Jim to 
get out the big kettle and swing it, the vrashtubsy 
atid stretch the clothes-line, the cattle and hogs to 
be driven over in the prairie, and a dose i^tch haepi 
upon thejn. 

During the day the chief, aocompanied by seyeral 
of his braves and his interpreter, visited the camp. 
The interpreter was a negro slave, and belonged to 
ifce chief, who owned many slaves. The object of 
his visit was to invite my father to visit him, ex- 
tending the hospitalities of the vill^e to the whole 
dafflap. A reciprocal trade was earned on during 
liie day. The squaws brought large baskets of corn 
and pumpkins, some with rice and hominy, othees* 
witti hickory-nut keroels, carefully picked out, many 
of them without being broken. The tFadia was. in- 
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iBiTci'pted by the bojs eoming into eamp, delighted 
with their fiiidiagB while foamiiig over the praiiie. 
Ih^iybody^& curiosity waa^ excsted to see; from A 
dozeti Yol^see at onoe, ^ Let me seeP' "Let me seel" 
•'O, <fo kt me ^ee t " The objsets of so much curia«is 
iatecest were several whke fliitt swrrow-heads aod a 
laarge corroded leaden balil« 9c(ch was the marvel 
at what had been picked ap on the prairie that tbe 
chief and his braves, who had been standing seem- 
ingly unconcerned, were applied to for something 
of their history. They certainly had a history; 
nelice of art, of the white and tl^ red man, fonn4 
side by side in the wildai oi ai savage cotimtry, excite 
the imrioos to know something of them. The d)ief, 
a hnge mass of &t, with a jolly, good-natured face, 
afid an intelligent, laughing eye^ shook his big sidea^ 
witin a grunt, and spoke thromgh his interpreter 
tuns : " Long, long ago," pointing in Ihe direetion 
from which the boys came running, " on yonder hill 
a big battle was fought between the red man and 
the white man. The red men killed alh the white 
men, simce whieh titne tibe red man has been at 
peaee with the white man." This was the only in- 
formation obtained to the numerous inquiries as to 
when, and who were the white m€»i engaged in sueb 
deadly conflict with the red men. The rock frtwa 
wbidi the arrow-head was cut did not exist in. 
this region. The si^e of the leaden ball diflfered 
from the ordinary rifle bullet th^^n in use, and its 
corroded state excited interest as to its antiquity. My. 
flither, thinking be could throw some light upon the^ 
subject, i^oke, addressing Mmsetf to the ehief^ wh^ 
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had settled himself upon the ground, with his fstt 
legs qroased under him : " That more than two hun* 
dred and'eighty years ago, Spain, a powerful nation 
across the big water, sent a great many big ships, 
with men, arms and ammunition, and fine horses, 
to take possession of all this country; that they 
landed somewhere on the coast of Florida, under 
the command of a great man called Fernando De- 
Soto; that DeSoto, landing his men, guns and horses, 
marched up through the territory of the Alabamas^ 
then, turning west, crossed the Tombigbee some- 
where near the Chickasaw village, passing through 
their territory, crossing the Mississippi at the Chidcar* 
saw bluffs; tibat the Chickasaws were offended with 
the strangers for entering their territory without 
asking their big chief to smoke the calumet^ gave 
them battle, killing a great number; that more than 
one hundred and ninety years after the Spaniards 
passed through the territory of the Chickasaws, the 
Frjench, who claimed all the country on both sides 
of the Mississippi, from its mouth to the great lakes 
ih the north, became offended with the Chickasaws 
for taking sides with and helping the Natchez, with 
whom they were at war, sent Bienville, who was 
Governor of Louisiana, with a great army of white 
men and a large number of Choctaws, up the Tom- 
bigbee river to drive them from their territory* 
Bienville, with his soldiers and Choctaw friends, 
landed near the Chickasaw villages, marched out 
and had a big fight at Ackia village." (As the iiBme 
of the village was mentioned, the chief, who, it will 
be remembered, had taken his seat upon the ground, 
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qoidc as ah arrow from its bow, jumped np with 
features animated and both arms extended^ gesticu- 
lating in the direction of a hillock to the northeast 
of our camp, sparsely wooded, and repeated the 
name of the. village, " Ackia ! Ackia ! ") Resuming, 
he told the chief that his people defeated the French, 
killed a great many, and pursued the remainder to 
their boats; that his people never had been con- 
quered; they were famed in history for their bravery 
and heroic bearing in war. Delighted with such a 
glorious account of his nation, he, with his compan- 
ions, took their leave, making my father promise to 
come out and eat with him at his village, which he 
promised to do Monday. 

Our tents had been pitched within a few rods of 
thip historic ground upon which the village of Ac- 
kia stood, where, more than two hundred and eighty 
years ago, its red defenders put to flight DeSoto and 
his bronzed companions, with their golden spurs, 
where Bienville fought his great battle with the 
brave Ohickasaws, where the ashes of the hand- 
some Chevalier D'Artaguettie and the noble De 
Vincennes rest in peace, mingled with mother 
earth. Shall we search for the history of the leaden 
ball and the white flint, arrow-head among those 
&llen braves, whose names and deeds have made 
glorious the history of this memorable spot? Let 
us while away the Sabbath in so pleasing a search. 

The Chickasaws gave the French more concern 
than all the nations of red men combined. They 
were the implacable enemies of France. Maintain- 
ing their independence, they greatly weakened and 
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diyided the New Bnipife* OommanieatMp wilfli time 
lakes ii^ Hie noptfa, and New Orleatia, was in oon- 
ataiit danger of ititerraplian by ibe iutpepid Chioka- 
aaws. With their eec^ barks they were ready to 
.ahoot out into ike Misaimi^i. They permitted no 
aettl^uent upon the eafteru share of the great rivea*. 
From the Natdiez to the Ohio tbey claimed do- 
minion, and held it agaiairt) &e Ftendi, who had 
mapped out as belonging to Vranee $A\ the oooutry 
west of the Alleghanies to the Bocky Mountaina*-*- 
that not a rill or brook that flowed from the moun- 
tains into the Father of Waters but ran through 
French territory. Indepcaadent and reaolute, they 
had given aid and comfort to the Natchez, whose 
utter annihilation the French aimed at In order, 
therefore, to secure and reduce the eastern vaUey 
ci the Mississippi, it was necessary to rid them* 
selves of the Chiekasaws. To this end Bienville, 
then Governor of JJouisiaua, waa instructed by the 
French Government to fit out an expedition equal 
to the undertaking, and dme them from the terri^ 
tory. After two years' preparation, fresh troops 
having been sent out from France, Bienville au- 
iiounced himself ready to move with his expeiMtioa 
upon the Chickaaaws. He had written to the brave 
young Chevalier P'Artaguettie,eommanding the Illi- 
nois department, to gather all the troops, both white 
and red, under his command, and join him in the 
Chickasaw territory — to meet him at the Chickasaw 
village on the last day of Ma»cJi. Prompt to duty, 
D'Artagaettie, communicating with Vincennes, com- 
manding the Iroquois and tribes on the Wabash, 
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Mo^toh^vai, comnia&diiig the Miamis aud Da* 
eetahB, he was soon ready and descending the Mis- 
skwippi with one hnndred and thirty white troops 
and three hundred and sisty red allies. On the 4th of 
March Bienville left New Orleans with his imposing 
army, finely appointed and equipf^, carrying many 
eannon. Untoward winds greatly retarded his move- 
ments, And he did not teach Mobile midl the twenty- 
third day. Being delayed there on account of the 
co&dition of his boats, it was the Ist of April before 
tiae ^expedition eomn»en«ed its move up the river. 
Two hundred miles ftem Mobile, on tbe Tombigbee, 
a depot of amm^niticm and supplies had been estab* 
tablished^w&etre Bienville was to be joined by twelve 
h^uiidred Warriors of the Choctaw tribe. Beaching 
tiaeir depot df ammunition and supplies, after innu- 
merable d<)lays, they found the Choetaws not yet 
arrived. While there, Bienville reviewing his grand 
army^ his red allies oatne up to the number of sia: 
hundred, bidding greatly to the grand military par- 
ade. On the 18di of April Bietiville resumed his 
n^rch up ihe Tombigbee, arriving oppc»ite the 
Chickasaw vilkge the 23d day of May, a month and 
twenty-three days behind his appointed time for 
D'Al'taguettie to join hlm^ His first order, however^ 
was to send out scouts to learn acmiething, if they 
could, of the expedition from the Illinois, and to 
reeonnoiter the villages. Securing his boats, and 
coiistructing a rude fortification in front of them, 
he put his armj^ in motion, witii ten days' rations, 
leaving the commanders of the boats and a squad 
of Aoldiens in <^aTge of the cannon, t^npomrily 
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moutited, camping at the edge of the prairie, some 
six miles from the village. At early dawn, before 
the bright rays of the sun rose over the broad ex- 
panse of the prairie, dissipating the gray mist rising 
from the heavy dew upoij the wide-spread waves of 
the tall grass, Bienville put his army in motion. 
Chivalry, upon their richly-caparisoned steeds, rode 
with glittering pomp by the side of the quick, earn- 
est step of the broad-shouldered grenadier, and the 
heavy tread of the 'Swiss guards. The gayly-dressed 
volunteers, among whom were tnany of the "best 
young bloods" of France, led by the gallant De 
Lassier, bearing flying banners, with cheering mot- 
toes, worked in gay colors by their lady-loves, in- 
spired by lively martial music, presented an imposing 
sight. With soul-stirring aspirations, they did not 
doubt but that it would strike terror into the hearts 
of the red men upon whom they were marching. 
Beware, invaders, beware! the red man's ideas of 
liberty are too deeply rooted in the soil of their 
"beloved prairies," under which the bones of their 
fitthers lie, to yield without a bloody resistance. 
Keenly alive to the fate of the Natchez, whose vil- 
lages had been laid waste by the French, and their 
great chief, with four hundred of his brave warriors, 
manacled^ and transported in chains to the slave 
markets of the islands (already were several hun- 
dred of the Natchez tribe, who had been driven 
jfrom their homes and heritage, finding shelter in 
the wigwams of the Chickasaws), the two years in 
which Bienville had been gathering troops and fit- 
ting out his imposing expedition had not been kept 
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a secret from the red men, whose fathers had lived 
in qaiet dominion over their "beloved prairies" for 
ages b^bre the fae0H)f the white man was seen on 
the continent. They were ready and prepared for 
the invader. 

Before noon Bienville had reached a position in 
full view of the villages. The troops were ordered 
to take refreshments. In the meantime, the scouts 
sent out to learn something of the whereabouts of 
D'Artaguettie, came in, reporting that nothing what- 
ever eoiild be heard of him or his command, nor 
could any signs be found of his having been in the 
country. They reported great commotion going on 
in the villages during the night, but since daylight 
not an Indian had been seen; that the villages 
seemed deserted. All hopes of co-operation from 
his northern allies being given up, Bienville decided 
upon an immediate attack. By the aid of his field 
glass, he was enabled to locate the stronghold of the 
defenders of the villages. He decided to move 
upon it at once, appointing Chevalier de Noyan to 
lead the attacking column, composed of fifteen 
grenadiers, chosen from each company, forty-five 
from the volunteers, and sixty from the Swiss troops, 
retaining two companies of veterans, who had seen 
service in old France under the gallant Beauchamp. 
The rest of the command was to follow close in sup- 
port of the attacking forces. The stronghold of 
the Chickasaws seemed to be in a row of strongly 
built mud cabins on the apex of the hillock upon 
which the village was situated, flanked right and 
left, front and rear, by mud cabins, separated from 
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each other eqni-digtant Bome forty paces. The 
attacking column moved up steadily under cover <rf 
mantelets, borne by a company of negro dlaves^ 
until they had reached within a few paces of the 
first row of cabins, when a well-aimed volley was 
fired, seemingly from the ground, not exceeding 
twenty paces in front of them, killing several ne- 
groes. Such was the first shock of tiie bullets, 
many penetrating through their pent-hoUse forti- 
fication, that the negroes became panic-stricken, and, 
throwing down their mantelets, took to their heefe. 
The undaunted Noyan, giving orders for the com- 
bined forces to press closely up in support of the 
attacking column, reached the first row of cabins, 
setting fire to the thatched roofe. Pressing past 
them, he soon discovered that they were vacated, 
the Indians occupying them, discharging the first 
volley, had ear^apot.l under cover to the next or 
middle row, trom whence there came a perfect hail- 
storm of bullets, putting his brave soldiers to the 
e«^th faster than their places could be filled by fresh 
troops, himself severely wounded. Such was the 
rain of leaden death that his brave troops were 
forced to take shelter behind the first row of cabins. 
The principal -oflicers of his staff were killed. Th« 
Chevalier De Coutre, the pride of the army, Jay 
riddled with bullets, weltering in his blood. De 
Mortbrum, leading the brave Swiss, fell by his side; 
De Ju«an, in executing the order of the intrepid 
Noyan — trying to bring to the front the skulking 
soldiers from behind the cabins — fell pierced with a 
half-dtoea bs^s. The Choctaws were ordered up. 
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ftudmada a desperate charge to reach the middle row 
of cabins, but were repulsed with great skwjghter. 
Bienville, fr#m his standpoint, witnessing the work 
fKf deatroction going on, and fearing the fiite of his 
whole army, sent Beauehamp, with his two compa- 
nies, with orders to Noyan to bring off what 
iremalBed of hie foircea^ and as many of hia wounded 
■m possible^ Bapidly advancing, be did not reach 
tiie plaee where 'Soy&a^ though suftering from a 
painful wound, was rallying his troops for another 
charge, without losing one officer and several of his 
m^fi^ The Chevalier De Noyan had resolved to 
abare the fate of his brave officers who had borne 
tiie brunt of the attack, or reach the second row 
irf cabins. Receiving orders from Bienville to with- 
draw hi9 forces, disabled and suiiering, he turned 
the command over to Beauehamp, who, quick ^ to 
comprehend the situation, ordered a hasty retreat. 
The noble Grondel had fallen pierced with five 
bullets, and was about to be left for the tomahawk, 
when one of his brav.e grenadiers broke from the 
line and bore him away upon his broad shoulders, 
rec^ving the sixth while being carried off the field. 
.Thus was fought what Bienville called the battle of 
Aekia Village; such the leaden messengers, left by the 
brave young D'Artaguettie, in the hands of the 
Chickasaws, to inform him that he had been there — 
that faithful to hia trust, obedient to his orders, he, 
Irith his little army, had waited upon the ground of 
his appointment; that powder and ball was all that be 
left him as a souvenance of his sad fiite, in which we 
trace the hiatory of the "leaden ball" which had 
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been corroding on the soil of the prairie for an 
hundred years, 

The Chickasaws had given evidence»of their skill 
in fortifying themselves against their strong enemy. 
•The walls of their cabins were built of wood and 
mud, covered over with the same material, and well 
thatched with straw and palmetto, so as to shed the 
rain and keep them dry. The cabins were so coh- 
structed, from one another, as to cross their fires 
when the enemy should press in among them. In 
the inside of these fire-and-bullet-proof cabins they 
dug out to the depth of their arm-pits, and*^made 
loop-holes on a level with the ground, from which 
they could fire in perfect safety. Beauchamp, in 
writing an account of their inglorious defeat, says: 
" To make an end of the Chickasaw war, it is neces- 
sary to have a detachment of workmen — of miners 
and bombardiers — ^with implements and instruments 
necessary to ferret out these savages, who burrow, 
like badgers, in their cabins, which are very much 
like ours. Bienville made a precipitate retreat to 
his boats, consigning his cannon to the waters of 
the Tombigbee, together with two thousand heavy 
manacles, which were in reserve to bind the liberty- 
loving Chickasaws, and transport them from their 
native prairies to the slave markets. Dispirited, 
with feverish disappointment, he turned his boats 
down stream with what remained of his shattered 
army, never to invade the territory of the independ- 
ent Chickasaws again." 

What of the Chevalier D'Artaguettie, and the red 
allies of the Northern lakes, whose sad fate was 
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unknown to the retreating and discomfited Bien- 
ville? The reader will recollect that we left him 
descending the Mississippi with his expedition to 
join Bienville at the Chickasaw village, on the last 
day of March. We next find him at a point on the 
Mississippi called Eccres a Trudomme^ a place not 
marked on our modern maps. It was most likely at 
the Chickasaw Bluffs, where Memphis now, in the 
pride of her city life and commercial prosperity, 
stands, as below the bluff the country on the East- 
ern banks of the river must have been overflowed 
at that period of the year to the " Walnut Hills," 
upon which Yicksburg now stands. Here we find 
him on the fourth of March, waiting for Vincennes 
and Montcheval, who were following him close 
behind, and Grampree* commanding the Arkansas on 
the White river. After several days' waiting, he 
was joined by Vincennes with forty Iroquois war- 
riors, and three hundred and twenty of the Illinois, 
Miamis and Dacotahs. In his anxiety not to disap- 
point Bienville, he put his expedition in motion, 
which then consisted of one hundred and thirty 
whites, three hundred and sixty red allies under 
Vincennes, and thirty Arkansians from Grampree's 
qommahd. By slow marches he had hoped that 
Montcheval and Grampree would come up with him. 
We next find him in the heart of tiie Chickasaw 
Territory, waiting for his scouts to bring him tid- 
ings of Bienville. The time for them to co-operate 
against the village was rapidly growing near, and 
yet Grampree and Montcheval had not come up. His 
red allies were becoming restive, and provisionii 
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were getting short. Father Senac, a Jesuit prieet, 
was his comforter, jet the ardent young chevalier 
was filled with mi^vings. While waiting, and 
before the return of his Indian scouts, a coiirisf 
aarrived in camp, bringing him a letter firom Bien* 
viile, saying that, owing to innumerable delays imd 
difficulties, it wauld be the end of April before he 
could reach the Chickasaw villages. Slowly reading 
the letter, he rose, handing it, open, to Father Senac^ 
and walked to the end of his tent, repeating: ''Not 
till the end of April ! Impossible ! In tibe heairt ct 
a ferocious, wily enemy's territory, on a hostile 
expedition, with less than a fortni^t's provisions^ 
impossible! impossible I '^ Continuing his walk, he 
came to the headquarters of Yineeunes, witia whwv 
he took counsel. Father Senac, who regarded 
D'Artaguettie as tiie "apple of his eye," followed 
with Bienville's letter, joining the two brave com^ 
manders. He was welcomed as a oounsellor. The 
three were long engaged in discussing the grave 
question, what to do. Just then tiie scouts came up, 
reporting that they had gone beyond tiie great prai-^ 
ries, te the water of the Tombigbee, and no tidings^ 
of the expedition from below were to be found any- 
where; that they had reoonnoitered the villagee^ 
passing around them so cautiously that they did not 
think "the eve of a Chickasaw had seen them." 
The question was debated, whether to return to 
the boats on the Mississippi, then sixty leagues ofiV 
or attempt the capture of some of the smaller vil- 
lages, and secure supplies to last them until the ead 
of April, when relief would be oh^aed by tihe 
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arrival of Bienville. The scouts and their red 
friends advocated the latter course, reporting that 
fhey had discovered a village more isolated, con- 
taining not more than thirty cabins; that, from 
its being so quiet, it must be the village in which 
the Natchez refugees were dwelling; that they 
thought it easily surprised and taken, when plenty 
of provisions would fall into their hands; they could 
then fortify themselves and remain until the arrival 
of Bienville. To Artaguettie and Vincennes, the 
argument seemed feasible, and they adopted that 
course of action. Orders were given to that end, 
and the early morning dawned upon that brave little 
army in motion, in the direction of the village, offer- 
ing so much hope, then a day and a half march to 
the east. As the last rays of the sun, on the follow- 
ing evening, were lengthening the shadows of the 
tall hickories, on the high ridges bordering the prai- 
ries, Artaguettie, with his companions in arms, came 
in sight of the village, some two miles distant in the 
prairie. Beautifully situated on a hillock, the cov- 
eted village stood; the soft mellow rays of the god 
of day were fast receding from the tall wood, 
lengthening its golden rays across the broad prairies 
to the east, reflecting golden hues from the straw- 
covered cabins of the quiet-looking village. Con- 
scious of being unobserved, the command fell back 
to a small running branch, and rested upon their 
arms. At midnight Artaguettie, Vincennes and the 
pious Father Senac met to devise the order of 
attack. It was arranged that, an hour before day, 

Vincennes, with his red allies, take a position within 
2 
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CfBkvhm^ range of tiie vilfatge to the east, and lay 
down in the tall grass aad wait for the signal of 
flrttack; Artagaettie commanding his white troops to 
take a position to the west of the village. The 
hour for movement found the cautious Vincennes, 
wi<^ his three hundred and sixty red men, moving 
round to the position assigned them, so noiseless 
and soft the tread of the red warriors that not a 
blade of grass was ruffled or displaced. Arriving 
at the appointed place, orders, by signs, were given 
to lay down, the tall grass waving over them. Arta- 
guettie had moved up to his position behind a large 
thicket of reeds, out of which gushed a bold spring, 
forming a murmuring brook, winding its course to 
the southeast of the village. The last hour of the 
night was hushed into silence — painful silence ; not 
a stir eame up from the village ; nought was heard 
but the pulsations of the hundreds of anxious hearts 
lying in wait for the signal to attack. All was still 
— still as midnight sleep. Why this death-like 
stillness? Had the quick eye of the ever- watchful 
Chickasaw been drowsy ? Was he asleep ? Had the 
tiger left his lair and taken himself to better quar- 
ters? Daylight alone would dispel the painful 
etillness. At the dawn of day the signal to attach 
was given. Simultaneously rofe from the tall grass, 
not an hundred yards behind where De Vincennes 
had taken his position, three hundred and fifty 
•Chiokasaws. With the war-whoop and yells un- 
earthly, they rushed with ferocious impetuosity 
upon the red allies, producing such wild confusion 
among the Miamis and Bacotahs that they took to 
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fligkt) leavtng^ the forty Iroquois and thirty Arkansas 
to receive the shook of battle. Bravely they with- 
stood it, fighting hand to hand; out-numbered five to 
one, they fought with Spartan courage until ther«? 
was not one of the seventy left to tell the tale of 
thei^ heroi&m, worthy a better fate. Vincednes wa» 
taken alive. The triumphant Ohickasaws, wide 
awake ae to what was going on in the village^ 
pressed in through the approaches from whence the 
Fre&ch expected their allies, with such surprising 
slaughter, that before the suu was fairly fiU>ove the 
eairt-em horizon, the gallant Artaguettie, with fifteea 
oi his command, were all that remained alive. 
Fft&er Senac might have made his escape, but he 
bmved death to remain with his young friend Arta- 
guettie, who waa severely wounded. The flying. 
Miamis and their rod friends were pursued with 
such terrific skMighter that but few reached the Mis* 
&sfi4ppi with their lives. The Chickasaws treated 
their distinguished prisoners with kind attention, 
dresttsig their wounds, smd ameliorating their sufier- 
i^gs^ Their fate^however, was to them full of pain- 
fiiU misgivings.' 

Moipe than two thouBand pouads of powder, twelve. 
tbaosand bullets aad many guns fell into the handci 
of the Chickasaws, which, two months latec, was^ 
skilUttlly and effectually used against Bienville and 
his grand army. But what of the white flint arrow- 
head? May it not have been hurled from the strong 
how of the undaunted Iroquois, cut from their na- 
tive chalk difis on the Oreat Lakes in the north? 
Who will say that the white flint arrow-head shall 
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not share with the red men of the north the glories 
of the first battle of Ackia Village? 

We return to Artaguettie and his brave compan* 
ions. A grand council was called, its decision taken, 
and preparations rapidly going on for its executicm. 
On a hillock near the village "busy life " was seen 
during the day, after the meeting of the grand coun- 
cil. Stalwart men were seen carrying huge loads 
of finely split wood, others were driving stakes in 
the ground, around which several hundred Indians- 
men, women and children — ^had collected. It had 
been decreed, according to a long-established cu€k 
tom of the Chickasaws, to make a triumphant sacrU 
fice of their captives by burning them at the stake. 
When the evening began to grow nigh, the sun^ 
through the purplish, sombre clouds, flitting across 
the western horizon, reflecting its blood-red ray« 
upon the clear sky in the east, all eyes were anx- 
iously turned toward the village, from whence a 
grand procession was moving. In front, the hand- 
someyoung Chevalier D*Artaguettie, who had braved 
death in every form; by his side, the pious Father 
Senac; following close behind, the noble De Vin- 
cennes and fifteen other victims, escorted by several 
hundred painted warriorB. On tiie procession mored, 
ascending the hillock — the same, most likely, where 
Bienville stood two months later, when he sent his 
faithful Beauchamp to bring off his shattered army* 
The moment was hushed into painful silence ; the 
victims were marched to the circle of stakes, one 
by one. There were seventeen stakes, and yet there 
were eighteen victims. One by one were tightly 
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bound until the seventeenth stake had its victim. 
Alone stood by the great chief a brave young sol- 
dier of not more than sixteen years. He was re- 
served to be returned to his white-faced chief, to 
inform him and his people of the fete of his com- 
rades. In the center of the circle of stakes finely- 
split wood was piled up as high as the heads of the 
victims; circling the stakes was a high pile of fag- 
gots. Everything being ready, the faggot-master 
ordered the fire, when an hundred torches were ap- 
plied, and the triumphant dance began, war-songs and 
yells most hideous. The fast rays of the setting sun 
made lurid the ascending smoke from the savage 
fimereal pyre, and the crackling flames, rising high 
above the surrounding wood, took the place of the 
god of day, and the wild chant and frantic dance 
went on. Thus perished the first attempt of the 
white man to plant the "iron heel" of despotism 
upon the native soil of the Chickasaws. 

Leaving our beautiful camping-ground on the 
margin of the prairie, my father directed his course 
toward the village to redeem his promise — to eat 
with the chief. The country was an open hickory 
barren, and but few obstructions were found to im- 
pede travel. We arrived at the village by noon. 
The chief, with his escort, met my father at the 
^gei of the village, conducting him and the entire 
train in front of his place of dwelling, which was on 
a broad street running through the center of the 
village east and west, studded on each side with 
antiquated looking china-trees, giving quite the ap- 
pearance of civilized life. A big dinner had been 
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prepared, and everybody, bkck as well as white^ 
participated in the great chief's regal hospitality. 

The chief and his braves talked much of the Big 
Hatchie country, calling it their hunting-ground, 
exhibiting many bear and panther skins procured 
in that region. The chief showed my fether gre&t 
kindness, sending several of his best hunters along 
with us to kill game and pilot the best route to 
Bolivar, then an Indian trading-post. Leaving the 
village an hour before nightfall, we camped at a 
jfine spring. Besuming travel the next morning, 
it was continued without interruption, our IniUan 
guides bringing in a venison or fiit gobbler every 
day, arriving at Bolivar the last week in February, 
having been in the wilderness forty days and nights^ 

Bolivar was then a small tradiug-poat, poorly sup- 
plied with goods, wares and merchandise, except 
such as were profitable in trading with the In- 
dians. My father crossed the river Big Hatchie, 
and turned down it, following a blaze,* digging down 
hills and making pole ridges until he reached 
the vicinity where Denmark, in Madison county, 
now stands. Here we came to a " three-notched '* 
road, which had just been cut out, leading from 
Jackson to Brownsville. Taking the west end, 
running in the direction we were traveling, we ar- 
rived at the latter place in the afternoon of tfce 
following day. Brownsville had just been laid off 
and established as the county site of Haywood 
county. It contained not a dozen houses. The 
court-house and jail were being built of logs. Out 
place of destination was still some twenty odd miles 
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ftirther west, in the he?art 6f the wildenieas. My 
'ifeiher, having provided hitns^lf with correct maps 
find surveys of the country, was enabled to work his 
way to flae tittct of land upon which he designed 
settling. Spring opening upon us, he was anxi ous 
'to find the end of his roafi-making, and pushed on 
to find re»t Findihg a newly-blazed way, showing 
now and then that wiagon-wheels had gone over it, 
leading in the directioii We were going, my father 
avfliied hiiiiself of it for the distance of seven or 
eight miles. 'Odniing to a large creek, impassable 
without bridging at tfeat season of the year, tents 
were pitched fer Bn indefinite number of days. 
Bvety one fitftt cotild me an ax, hatchet or hoe 
was called into i^equisition making roads and build- 
ing bridges. T*hiiee p»etty good-sized creeks and 
•numerous bmneh^s intervened between our camp 
and the place €)f Seitlnatlon. The direction being 
north of We^, 'the compass was non-available in 
finding the conrse. ^To obviate this difficulty, my 
ftitJier would ride ahead in the proper direction as 
fitr as the sound of his big horn could be heard, and 
blow, the negroes to be guided by the blowing of 
the horn, blazing the way until they came up to 
him. In this way he obtained quite a straight line 
to follow in cutting out the road. After many days 
of toil the road was cut, bridges made and hills dug 
down. Monday, of the second week in March, tents 
were struck and rolled up, never to be used again * 
in traveling. That night we arrived on the bank of 
the beautiful creek mentioned in the onenino: of 
this chapter, making the trip in forty-eight days. 
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In a virgin land, teeming with nature's richest 
verdure, unknown to the ruthless tread of oppres- 
sion, preserved for countless ages as the chosen 
hunting-ground of the red men, civilization had 
come to exercise dominion over it — ^to found its 
places of abode. Little did the pioneer settlers 
think that in lees time than man's ordinary span of 
active life, the march of improvement, the progress 
of the age, would so soon cover its broad acres. It 
is not of the present that we would write, but of 
our country in its infant days, when the ax was a 
stranger in its giant forests; when the plow-share 
and the grubbing-hoe was first made bright and 
dull in preparing — in making it ready for enjoying 
civilized life — ^when its greatest need was man. 'The 
woods had already given signs of the opening of an 
early spring; the hickory was budding, and dog- 
wood blossoms were whitening the forest — sure 
signs that the last frost had made its appearance. 
Dependent for "the staff of life" upon the growing 
of a crop of corn, everything was under strain to 
get through building and go to dearing. My father 
had selected his building site on a high level, or 
bench, fronting on the bluff, under which was the 
noted "Bluft* Spring;" the land to the south and 
west slightly undulating, heavily wooded with pop- 
lar, black walnut, ash, oak and hickory. Before the 
end of the month we were all comfortably housed 
in a double log-house (of course), front gallery, with 
shed-room behind; the garden spot selected, cleared, 
grubbed (grubbing was the hardest work, the spot 
being a hazle-nut thicket) and planted, and all hands 
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in the new ground. By the 1st of June eighty acres 
were cleared, under fence and planted in corn, with 
a small patch of cotton for domestic use. The gar- 
den teeming with every variety of early vegetables, 
the woods overrun with wild pea-vines (the delight 
of the cow), we had milk and butter in abundance, 
with good hog prospect. But the hogs — ^the great- 
est trouble was to keep the bear off them; they 
required to be constantly watched during the day, 
and driven up at night. I remember an occurrence 
that happened one day, while we were all in the new 
gtoundj chopping, cleaning up, and burning brush, 
worthy to be related as a bear-hog story. The hogs 
were driven out in the new ground, where the hands 
vi^ere at work, that an eye could be kept upon them. 
Late in the afternoon, when the clear ring of the 
ax, and the crackling fire, looming up from the 
brush-heap, was attracting every one's attention, we 
were startled by the shai-p squeal of a hog, not more 
than one hundred yards off. The cry arose from 
tnany voices, "The bear — ^the bear has got a hog; 
it 's the old big sow. I know her squeal — call the 
dogs. Here, Dash, here ! Here, Sound, here, here ! 
Send for master, with his long gun." In the mean- 
time Jim, an athletic negro man, ran with all his might 
toherrelief(itwasthe old big sow, sure enough,ahuge 
BOW with saddle-skirt ears) with his ax. So intent 
was bruin in securing his bacon that he did not 
heed the coming up of the negro man, who, intent 
upon dealing a death-lick, approached within easy 
striking distance. With ax raised high in air he 
let drive — his foot slipped — ^sprawling he went, his 
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ax grazing the bear's, head. Bfuio, infurUted^ 
mounted Cufty, sprawling hinoi hie fuH length upon* 
the ground. Men, wc»q^ and cbiMre&t sareaia^dt 
for help. Help was, luckily, just iisi time. Th^v 
dogs were up, and engaged the black naona^r'di 
attention, pinching him behind eveiry time he would, 
put his head down to bite; Jipa, until my fatiber cam^ 
up with his long single-barrel. Approaehingaa'Q]ofle» 
as possible, fearing a stray shot might find its bom^r 
in one of his favorite doga, he reached within a fjsw 
feet. The dogs, being eneoura^ed^.mi^ a fwQu«} 
attack, pressing the bear to a rout, wJien he ruehedi 
with an angry growl, wide ^nd extended, jaws^ tow* 
ard my father, until he reached the ns^uszle of their 
long single-barrel. Throsting it down his broadr 
throat, he fired. Old Bruin sunk upon his kueie^jt 
to rise no more. The loag single-barrel was a nota* 
ble " London fowling-piece," My father h^d bronghti 
it from North Carolina, from whence he. moved ta 
the old-settled portion of Mississippi. It was sc^vei* 
feet long. Twenty-four "blue whistlers*' was a^r 
ordinary " buck load," and two ounces of small shot 
for a duck load. It was a comn;iOu oocurrence, wheo* 
fired into a drove of deer, to " bring down " three oj^ 
four. Deer were so plentiful that, in riding tbrouglt 
the woods, it was rare to be out of sight of one# 
During the winter and early spring it was cone^moa 
to see as many as thirty and forty in one herd, Ii> 
the spring they fed principally on the young budsi 
They would frequent at night the "newgi'ound" to 
feed upon the tender buds of the small growth 
which had been cut down during the day. " Fire* 
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hiiBtiag" beeasa^ a f»¥0]rit&,a$ well as suo^ ea^^^modo 
of hoatlQg.^ I r^naembei:, o&e dark, eloudy m|!bt, 
^^ we boy^ " bad QoxkQ tor.bed^ lay fkther Hallooed up 
Jaek from bis ^^ quairteffB " to fix bia paB m^ m^e 
ready for a fifie hmit oa tiie " new-^ound." "We 
boys'^ were up aiad dreeaed in a jiffy, not surprised^ 
howeyer, tbat wo could n't go, but to be up aad wait 
the re&qlt of tbe hunt u&til the big gun fired, wa« 
all we wanted. Ofi' stalked Jack, with the fire-pau 
upon his Moulder, my father trailing close behind 
him, with his long single-bajprel,. " we boys '' folkw« 
ing to tbe front steps (the entrance to the broad lasnun 
in fr^it of the house was over steps n^ade of' squaite 
hewed logs)^ where we took our 8eat&--(I might as 
well say here that there we^e five of " we boys/' two 
old'er asud two you»ger than the writer) — ^watching 
in breathless silence the windings of the fijre-pan 
through the new-ground. " There,'' says the oldest 
brother j " tJ^y have found eyes* See Ja^k moving 
hia pan^ so as to give father a good sight/' The 
words were hardly uttered when, bcmg^! went the old 
long-^gun. No longer restrained, we broke for the 
" fire-pan," tumbling over brush and poles, which for 
the most part covered the ground, the two younger 
brothers crying out, now and then, "Stop; please 
don't leave us,* it's so dark we can't see*" Coming 
up to wherfe the fire wae burnings upon a large 
stun^p, we found jfather and Jack dragging the deer 
together. He had killed four outright, and crippled 
or wounded otherB,, The dogs, alive to what was 
going on, were there before we came up* Follow- 
ing the blood of the wounded, tKey soon cBn»e up 
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to two more dead^ which were dragged up to the 
otlfers. Half a dozen deer at one shot seems in- 
credible. Facts, however, are sometimes stranger 
than fiction. The deer were feeding upon the ten- 
der buds around a newly-made brush-heap, standing 
thick as sheep round a salt-log. Beside, a dischal^e 
of twenty-four "blue whistlers" into a herd of deer 
such as were then seen in the wilds of the Big 
Hatchie, and particularly when standing circled 
round a brush-heap, from such a gun, was but little 
short of the destructive projectiles from the "little 
more grape. Captain Bragg," against the Mexicans. 
The cart was sent for, and the six deer taken to the 
house. Venison was no rarity, however; only the 
number of eyes that were seen, and how thick they 
stood round the brush-heap, was discussed. We 
were all getting tired — particularly the negroes — of 
" blae jerk." 

The reader must bear with me in our personal his- 
tory; we have aught else yet to write about. We 
were yet in the wilderness — ^in a wilderness of game 
— deer, bear, now and then an elk, the wolf, the 
panther, wildcat and catamount, and all the various 
sorts of "varmints." We had no neighbors, and if 
we had had, there were no roads leading to their 
dwelling-places. There were not so many as a half 
dozen cotemporary settlers north of the Big Hatchie, 
in Tipton county, and the nearest was twelve miles 
off, by section lines. And we had not become ac- 
quainted. It was not until fall, when the hunting 
season opened, that we saw or held intercourse with 
red or white man. The county was yet visited by 
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bands of Chickasaw hunters, every fall and winter. 
They still regarded it as their hunting ground. My 
narrative, therefore, must be, for the most part, 
wrought from the wildwoods and its innumerable 
tenants, in which much of our personal history must 
crop out. The general features of the country north 
of the Hatchie, except for its richness of soil, giant 
forests, impenetrable canebrakes, tare-blanket thick- 
ets, grape and bamboo jungles, and the wild pea-vine 
in spring and summer, so thickly matted — overrun- 
ning the undergrowth — as to impede travel on foot 
or horseback, presented nothing of topographical 
interest. The same may b6 said of the country ex- 
tending to the mouth of the Ohio and Tennessee 
rivers. It had long been the jGavorite hunting- 
ground of the Chickasaws and pioneer settlers, 
who were, for the most part, men of the woods, and 
lived by the chase. Of such were Davy Crockett, and 
many like him. 
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CHAPTER IL 

Early Settlers Forming Neighborhoods — Joe Seahorn and 
the Hog's Hide — Nancy and her Peril with the Panther — 
Panther Hunt — The Road to Covington — First Ferry in 
Tipton on the Hatchie — Dickens and his Ttixes — Old 
Jack. 

BuRi£i>^ 88 it were^ in tbe wxlderxtess^ beyond the 
ouitskirt^ of busj eivilized lile^ we lived in Qaakec 
eiHipIicityi The acboolma&ter and the preacher bad 
Dot yet arrived in the lan4 — ^nothing aronnd u& to 
imbne the young mind with '^ a* senae of the vani^ 
(rf the world/' Peeare of the nobleBt of the Iaod,w^ 
were a law. unto oarseLves^ drawing philoeopby from 
the shades of the wild woods and the profnsion of 
wild flowers that decked the bosom of motbear earth. 
Our father dignified labor by requiring that every 
one should put his " hand to the plow." The field 
and the new ground were the objects of interest. 
During the spring and summer months the settling 
of our new home went on swimmingly. The bccar 
and the hogs gave the only trouble — was the only 
source of annoyance. Their voracious appetites for 
hog-meat often exceeded the vigils of the herds- 
man. Many were torn and shockingly lacerated 
before he, with his dog and gun, could get to their 
relief. It may be interesting to the reader to know 
the habits and mode of the bear in procuring food. 
They often exhibit more than beastly skill in that 
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piirtic^lAr. Qautioiiid^ly: appiroachiDg the bog, under 
cover of tbkk underbrasbj a large tree or log*they 
CPkafae their way until within reach, when, rearing, 
up upon their hinder feet, and making a leap, th^ 
hog iB sale within the foldu of their strong arms*, 
Sinking deep their broad jaws across the hog's back^ 
olotse up to the shoulders, they go to work to gratijfyf 
th^r greed, waiting not for the animal to die. The 
most timid of the wild beasts of the woods, y et^ 
when they get a taste of the blood of their victim,!, 
th^y hold on like grim death, often contending fear- 
lessly with man and dog for their prey. It is iur 
sttrnmeir alone that they feed on flesh, upon which 
th^j ^^^^ grow fat. As soon aa the mfist begins. 
to harden they quit the fields and hog-meat^ anii 
soon begin to fatten. It; is a novel sight to see them 
feeding in the ^^ lappin season.'^ This begins in the 
early falU before the aeorn^ b^in to fall to the 
groiind. They climb up the tallest oaks of the for-^ 
est, and. with their great arms they gather the limba 
tc^ether as a sheaf of wheat, holding on to them, 
ijntil stripped of their fruit. In this way they con-» 
tinue through the lap, until tbe tree is stripped of 
its acorns, or until he gets his fill. By early winter 
they become fat, in a good mast year, and house up 
for the balance of the winter in some secluded 
place, near water, only coming out when thirsty, 
until spring. With old bear-hunters, the time for 
them to unhouse themselves is when the dogwood 
begins to blossom; the she-bear brings out her 
young then* February is the month for their par- 
turitioft. 
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Soft, golden, sunny September, when the forest w 
in the " sear and the yellow leaf," with her crimsoB 
sunsets and "gray morn," sure signs of the first 
frost, is the happy period of the hunter's life — ^when 
the deer will have shed their summer suit, and taken 
on his winter gray and blue; the antlers of the 
noble buck dropping their soft velvet covering, and 
becoming hard and white; the bear getting lazy 
from his surfeit of fat, and taking himself to the 
thick jungle for winter quarters; the wild turkies, 
in countless numbers, flocking from the ridges to 
the bottoms. The most inviting grounds on the 
green earth, to the hunter, was the Big Hatchie 
country, at the period when my father moved to it. 
We nxarvel not that the Chickasaws had chosen it 
as their favorite hunting-ground; 

During the fall and winter new-comers began to 
find their way, and found settlements north and 
east of us, yet we were without neighbors, save a 
few squatters and occupants. The smoke from their 
cabins could be seen rising up through the dense 
forest in many directions. Our nearest squatter 
neighbor was old Mrs. Seaborn, her son Joe, and 
son-in-law Bill Barnes. Joe and Bill were noted 
for living well, without ever being known to work; 
they dressed well and rode fine horses, and were 
rarely found at home. Where they went, or what 
they brought away, concerned but few, as they were 
not hemmed in by inquisitive neighbors. Joe was 
no hunter; Bill, however, was a good bee-hunter. 
The wild-woods afforded an abundance of honev- 
giving flowers; beside, in the virgin freshness of 
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the land, the honey-dew lay heavy upon the Jhick 
foliage during the spring months. With Bill 
Barnes, honey was his only staple commodity, and 
afforded the main support of the Seahorn family. 
For the want of vessels to put his honey in, he 
resoiiied to the digging of troughs in which to keep 
it. An occurrence soon happened that required him 
to pre-empt in some other section of the wild-woods. 
My father had been missing some of his fattening 
hogs at a period of the year when old Bruin did 
not feed upon flesh. Old Jack, who was the hog 
minder and defender, was put to look out for signs 
that would lead to solve the mystery of the missing 
hogs. He was not long in getting on the right 
track. Stalking through a thick hazlenut thicket 
near the squatters' cabin, his dog grabbed up from 
behind a large log, the skin of a hog. It proved, 
from the flesh-marks, to be the skin of one of the 
missing hogs. Cutting a pole, he hoisted it upon 
his shoulder and brought it home. The mystery 
of the missing hogs was solved. My father sent for 
Joe Seahorn, and required from him an explanation 
as to how the hide of one of his hogs came to be^ 
covered up in the leaves near his house. Seahorn 
vowed his want of -knowledge and total ignorance 
in the matter, visiting imprecations upon old Jack's 
head, swearing that the old negro lied if he said 
that he found the hide near his house, and accused 
him of being the guilty party, and then laying it 
upon him, to throw suspicion off from himself and 
the other negroes. My father, however, was in no 
wise convinced of Seahorn's innocence. Negro tes- 



42 Reminiscences of Old Times 

timony being of no avail, he made him to uuderstand 
that he must find an occupant claim in some other 
quarter, more coiyenial to the occupation he pro- 
posed following. Seahorn's hog-stealing soon found 
a place in song. Some of the boys worked off sev- 
eral verses, which was sung to the tune of "Harper** 
Creek and Roaring River/' The following four lineft 
are yet remembered of it, as it was sung in the neigh- 
borhood, by the boys and negroes : 

" Joe Seaborn, lie BtoFd a hog, 
The hide he hid behind a log. 
Old J^'ik^i d'^g, he foand thi hfde, 
/Led S-aabora swore that Ja. k he llel.' 

Early on the following morning, old Mrs. Seaborn 
came over to see my mother, to get her to "speak 
to the 'Squire," as she said, " not to be hard on my 
boy Josey." By way of a peace-offertng, she brought 
an apron-full of "nice dried peaches," which she had 
cut and dried with her own hands; "and," says she, 
" here is some nice, new honey. I told the boys, 
last spring, when they showed my boy Pinkey where 
the white mare was, that when Bill Barnes cut a bee 
tree, I would give them a fill of honey; so here it is. 
I just brought it along in this gourd; it's my milk 
gourd; it's very nice." Then -she appealed to my 
mother to talk to the 'Squire, and get him not 
to be hard on Josey. " And," says she, " we ain't 
going to stay here long, so I brought you some of 
the best peach-seed you ever did see; they's as yel- 
lew as gold, big as your two fists, and, when ripe, 
you can sock your thumb in them plumb to the 
seed; they is cling-stones. I just thought," said she, 
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** I woaJd bring you them as a friendly oflering, and 
Bomething for you all to remember me by, for you 
all has been mighty kind to we all. Kancy was so 
sorry she didn't have something to send the 'Squire. 
She talks so much about his saving her from being 
eaten up by the panther. We all love the 'Squire 
tor his kind act in saving Nancy 's life from the jaws 
of the ugly beast. I>o, pKty, speak to the 'Squire 
not to be hard on Josey." My mother gave her a 
little coffee, which she tied up in the corner of her 
apron. With many thanks she bid her good-morn- 
ing, saying, " Please do speak to the 'Squire not to 
be hard on Josey." The circumstance of my &ther'ft 
having saved little Nan<5y from a shocking death, 
occurred in this wise : The squatter's cabin was a 
short distance above the bluff spring, near the 
creek; they got liieir drinking water out of a "wet- 
weather spring," which, in dry weather, went dry. 
When they had to resort to the bluff jipring for 
drinking water, one afternoon, late in the fall, little 
Nancy had been sent to the bluff* spring. The 
path leading from the squatter's cabin meandered 
down a deep ravine to where it empted in the creek, 
an^ thence down to the spring. The little girl had 
over-staid her time at the spring; the shades of 
evening were fast upon her. When she started 
back, tripprEig along until she reached the mouth of 
the ravine, where the path turned through a dark 
jungle of undergrowth and over-hanging vines, a 
luge panther sprang upon her. My father happened 
to be on the hill above, where a couple of negro men 
were at wcnrk on some mill timbers. Hearing the 
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scrmm of little Nancy, whom he had seen leaving 
the spring with her gourd of water, he immediately 
comprehended that something terrible had befallen 
her. The child's scream and wail increased and 
was heart-rending. He made for her with the 
utmost haste. The two negro men followed. 
Luckily, he had his short, large-bore rifle with him. 
Reaching the mouth of the ravine, the scream of 
the child came from across the creek. He noticed 
the big gourd the little girl was carrying, at the mouth 
of the ravine, and quickly comprehended the peril 
.she was in. He ran across the creek (the water 
was shallow), and upon reaching the top of the 
bank, he discovered a large panther, just entering 
the thick cane, fast hold of little Nancy, in the act 
of dragging her over a large log. The panther had 
just mounted the log, holding on to Nancy by the 
arm close up to her shoulder. Showing his broad 
side, quick as thought, a well-aimed bullet was sent 
through his heart. At the crack of the rifle, the 
panther sunk upon the log quivering in death. 
The two negro men were at my father's back whea 
he fired, running up with their axes (seeing that the 
monster still held on to the little girl's arm), to give 
him the final blow. The panther was dead, yet her 
great jaws were fast hold of Nancy's arm, and had 
to be prized open to relieve her. Her little arm 
was shockingly larcerated and torn ; otherwise, 
save some slight scratches, she was unhurt. It was 
a she panther, and her aim was to drag the child 
alive toherden, where she had her young. The meu 
cut a grape vine, noosed it around the panther's 
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neck, and dragged it home, while my Mher took 
little Nancy in charge to her mother. It was for 
thus rescuing little Nancy from the jaws of death 
that old Mrs. Seahorn had expressed herself so 
grateful. Hardly had they gotten across the creek, 
when, in the thick cane behind them, rang, with the 
wild shrieks and yells of a panther, the mate of the 
old she just killed. He had doubtless been standing 
guard to the young cubs, sharpening his teeth upon 
hearing the screams of the child, and ready for the 
slaughter. His disappointment, and absence of his 
eompanion, had brought forth his terrific yells. 

My father decided that night to give the old gentle*^ 
man panther a warming the next morning. He was 
certain to be found near the den, watching over the 
cubs, and waiting the return of their dam. Every 
arrangement was made for the hunt. My two eldest 
brothers had killed their deer. The next to the 
oldest had become an expert hunter. Life in the 
woods, witii Tifle in hand, he greatly preferred to 
the " plow handles." He was a splendid shot with 
all, never foiling to bring down his gobbler at long 
range. The old long, single barrel, the short, large 
bore (called a* Yorger), and the little rifle, running 
oxty bullets to the pound, were all the guns my 
fether had. Old Jack, who generally formed one of 
the party in a hunt, and who was a pretty good shot, 
was sent over to Mrs. Seahom's to borrow Bill 
Barnes' rifle. (Joe and Bill Barnes were absent at 
the time.) By sun-up we were all across the creek 
(I was permitted to go along to see the young cubs 
as well as the fun). Reaching the log up<m which the 
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oiA sbe was killed the eveniug before, the dogs* 
daslied off ou a razmiiig trail in the direction sbe 
was aiming to drag her prey. To purane with 
rapidity was impossible; tiie thick cane and jungie: 
waS) for the most part, impenetrable, and but for the 
openings caused by the rotting out of the fiiUen ti^ees, 
it would have been mipossible for man to have, 
gotten through it. ^^Hatrk! hark!" says my &ther, 
^' the doya have come to a bay ; keep a riiarp lool; ont 
boys." The sharp, angry bark of the dogs impelled 
the h un ters forward as rapidly as they could go. 3et»- 
ting ck>se up, warning was given to <' keep & sharp 
look out." Soon we came upon them surrounding a 
Iflffge ^'clay-root," their hair erect, barking most 
fiercely. ''List! list!! boys, the old feliow i» 
crouched some where near ; keep a sharp look out*" 
Just lixen old Jack had gotten within a few feet of 
the clay-root ; when my father noticed it, from t&e 
crouched positicm of one of the dogs, and his fierce 
gaze through the opemng of tiiie cane overhead, he 
called to him, '^ Look out, Bull sees him." Simulta- 
neously with the quick spoken words of warning ta 
<^ Jack, c»me the sharp crack of the little rifle, 
and wi& il! the spr^rl of Jack, and the panther 
upon biw. In an in»bant the dogs^ covered botib 
Jack and tbe panther. The moment was terrific 
and painful, until tiie negro begAu to cmwl out from 
under the dead monster. The next to the eldest 
brother, quickly comprehending the situation, in hie 
eagerness to get the first shot, had slipped around to^ 
the body of the large &kllen tree, where- he could 
get a fall vi«w of the ^ i^lay-root," which rose ab0ve> 
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the bending ctfoe, diflcovering the panther cfooched 
upon a large root, intently watching the movements 
of the dogs beloW; Quick as thought, his rifle was 
well-aimed and fired, sending his bullet through his 
lieart; in his death leap, he sprang upon Jack. He 
was the monster panther of the woods ; his full 
length stretched out upon the ground, was eleven 
feet two inches from the tip of his nose to the end 
t)f Ms tail. The entrance to the den of the old 
she was under iJie clay-^oot^ in the hollow of the 
iailen tree, large enough for the dogs to enter and 
pass in for many feet. The cubs had got into the 
hollow beyond their reach. Dry sticks and feggots 
were procured, a fire built up in the entrance of the 
den, and the cubs left to their fate. 

My fikther, the fall of the first year he settled in 
the wilderness, surveyed out and cut a road throngh 
the Hatchie bottom, and established the 'first ferry 
on the Hatchie, below McGuire's, in Haywood. 
There was then a continuous road from Browns- 
ville to Covington, and became the principal road 
of travel between tha two places, and my father's 
house the only habitation on the road, which of 
necessity became a "house of entertainment." The 
most frequent travel was by exploring parties, look- 
ing after and locating land for future settlement. 

An amusing incident occurred soon after my 
father commenced taking in travelers, which may find 
interest with the reader. Some half dozen well 
dressed gentlemen rode up one night, while the &ra- 
ily were at supper, and asked to " stay all night," 
They were ushered in th^ best room, where a blaz- 
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ing fire was burning. It was winter, and the night 
cold. Supper was ordered for " six hungry men, 
who hadn't "eat a mouthful since early morn. 
Word was soon conveyed to my mother that they 
were real, nice, broadcloth gentlemen. Of course, 
something extra nice was in rapid course of prepara- 
tion. The servants and everybody spread them- 
selves. The children, you know, couldn't be kept 
out of sight ; they were bound to see the fine stran- 
gers, New jackets and clean white aprons were put 
on, and the servants required to put on clean frocks. 
My mother got out her best damask. The new tea 
tray and china were brought into requisition. Pre- 
serves, in glass dishes^ were arranged upon the table. 
A fresh cake of butter was fixed up most tastily, in 
" pine apple shape," and graced the center of the 
table, and the last two sperm candles, stuck in the 
tall silver candle-sticks, were lighted, and the guests 
invited in to supper. My mother, with her new 
" turban " on, had taken her seat at the head of the 
table, behind the new tea-tray saxd glittering service. 
The party entering the dining-room (a shed room 
boarded up with clapboards) wore led by a tall and 
stately silver-haired gentleman. Advancing to the 
chair assigned him, he paused, resting his hand 
upon the back, with a fixed gaze at my mother, 
whose eyes were als© riveted upon him. A mutual 
recognition followed, he advancing as she rose to 
meet him. Her features expressing a pleasant sur- 
prise, she exclaimed, "Colonel William Polk, of 
North Carolina!" and extended her hand. "And 
this is Mrs. Patsy SeaweU ," said the Colonel, 
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itiis is the most joyous meeting since I left our &a« 
tire State/' My &ther, who had stepped out to give 
soone orders about thBir hwses, stepped in jnsttiiten, 
acid, recognizing each other, a general intmdmctioQ 
went the rounds. 

Colonel William Polk (father of the bvte Bight 
Beverend Bishop Polk) and my mother were &mil- 
iarly acquainted in their young days. Their meet- 
ing was most unexpected to both of them. He, 
with a party ot young men, were exploring the couu'* 
try and looking after their landed interests. With 
tiie party was young Dickens, son of Ccdonel Diek« 
ens, of Madison. His business seemed to be to pay 
the taxes on the large landed interests of his father, 
ft»d possibly to make further investments in lands. 
With less mother wit than good looks and fin« 
clothes, he talked much of a roll of United States 
bills he carried about hi-s person, which he called 
his "taxes." A young Seawell, son of the late 
Judge Seawell, of Raleigh, North Carolina, was of 
the party. Seawell was a great tease, and wonder^ 
fully fond of a good joke. Young Dickens was the 
butt of the party, easily quizzed, and afforded greait 
merriment. Whenever the conversation would re- 
lax, Seawell or some member of the jmrty wo«ld 
ask him to feel for his ^^ taxes." He would run 
his hand around under his vest and announce that 
^ they were all safe." To sleep the party it was 
necessary to have "pallets" made down on lie floor 
of the best room. Young Dickens was the first to 

lay down. Taking off his coat and vest,he stretched 
3 
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himself out on his pallet, while his companions re^ 
mained up cracking jokes. He soon fell asleep, 
when Seawell suggested a practical joke upon the 
innocent sleeper, who, in turning over upon his 
side, exposed to view the red morocco belt contain- 
ing his "taxes." The belt was cautiously taken 
from around his body. Dickens snored aioay^ and 
the rest of the parly retired for the night Dick- 
ens was the first to rise in the morning. Finding 
a rousing fire burning in the broad fire-place, he 
bounced up from his pallet. His first care i^as to 
feel for his " taxes." The belt was gone. He cried 
aloud, "My taxes! My taxes! By thunder, where 
is my taxes?" With one leap he was at the door, 
holding on to old Jack's coat-tail. Jack had just 
finished making the fire, and was leaving the room, 
with the gentlemen's boots under his arm. Young 
Dickens jerked him back in the room and com- 
menced a search in his pockets for his money-belt, 
crying out in a wailing voice, "My taxes! My 
taxes!" Jack protested and declared that he didn't 
have them, until he began to get a little worried, 
when he said: " De Lord bless me, mister^ dis nigger 
don't know nothin' 'bout your tacks. What you 
think he wants wid y&wr tacks! Bless me, mister, 
master's got plenty tacks ! " " You old fool," said 
Dickens, " I don't mean tacks — taxes ! money, in a 
red morocco belt I buckled around me when I went 
to bed last night. When I got up this morning, 
it was gone. Ifobody has been in this room but 
you." "Oh! aha! Money, you say; money in red 
morocco belt! No, sir! Dis nigger knows nothin' 
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bout it. You got hold de wrong nigger dis time; 
dat you have." In the mean time the whole party 
were awake, and enjoying the scene before them. 
Dickens, not finding his taxes upon the person of 
Jack, and becoming overpowered with a sense of 
his loss, sunk down in the nearest chair and boo- 
hooed outright. Seaweire sympathies were touched. 
He arose from an adjoining bed, picking up the 
counterpane oft* of the pallet Dickens had slept on. 
He gave it a shake, and ouf fell the red morocco belt 
The young man sprang to it. Picking it up, he 
burst out into a half laugh and cry of joy, saying, 
*' What a fool I was." Jack returned soon with the 
gentleman's boots. Dickens said to him that he 
was only joking, pitching him a silver half dollar. 
" Thankee, thankee ! This'll buy me more'fi tacks 
enough to make me two pairs of shoes," 
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CHAPTER m. 

Ndghhorhoods Forming — TJtomas Durham^ Founder <tf 
DurkamviUe — Johnny Bradford — Thomas Thompson^ 
Esq, — D. G. Bussell — The First Frame BotLse— Jacob 
Niswanger — William Murphey^ the Hatter^ and his 
Black Snakes — Joseph Wardlow — Stephen Childress — 
Thomas Childress — William Turner and Parson Collins 
— T/ieir First Night in the Big Hatchie Country — Arthur 
Davis, the Pioneer Preacher — First School-house in 
Tipton North of Hatchie — Old Man Larkin Gaines, the 
First Schoolmaster. 

m 

Thb succeeding and following year witneaeed the 
rapid settling up of the country north land northr 
east of us. Neighborhoods had begun to form; the 
schoolmaster and the preacher had found their 
way in the land. Thomas Durham, who was our 
first miUtia Colonel in Tipton, north of Hatchie, 
founded a settlement on the high hill, where the 
village of Durhamville, which took his name, now 
stands. Honest Johnny Bradford found his way 
from Illinois, and settled below Durham's, on the 
head waters of Williams' creek, where he spent his 
last and best days. 

Thomas Thompson and the Russells moved in 
from North Carolina, and settled on the waters of 
Fisher's and Garner's creeks, and became the nucleus 
of the settlement north of Williams' creek. David 
C. . Russell had built the first framed house \jx 
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Tipton north of Hatchie; it was built in 1827 
by the two young Adams, who came to the settle- 
ment with William Turner and Parson Collins* 
The two young men (brothers) sawed out with a 
whipsaw the lumber with which they built the 
house — the whipsaw, for many years, supplied all 
the lumber that was used. The Gillilands came in 
from Pennsylvania a few years after, and purchased 
the house of Russell, and built a mill on what was 
then called Fisher's creek, which afterwards was 
called Giliiland's creek, by which name it is yet 
known. They established the first store of any note 
in Tipton north of Hatchie; men of enterprise and 
business tact, they established the first store on 
"Hurricane Hill," and contributed largely to the 
interest and prosperity of the neighborhood. 

Thomas Thompson was the first magistrate in 
Tipton north of Hatchie, and a member of the 
County Court for many years, A worthy and most 
excellent good citizen, he ever maintained the 
dignity and high respect due his court, by which he 
was enabled to command the respect and aid of all 
good citizens in quelling an outbreak, which rarely 
failed to occur on all public occasions. 

The writer remembers to have heard related an 
amusing account of the way the law was executed 
in those days. The 'Squire usually held his courts 
on Saturdays. At the same time and place it was 
usual for the settlement to arrange for a " shooting- 
match." While his court was in session, a fight 
grew up between Joe Seaborn and another neigh- 
bor. The 'Squire ordered that the oflending parties 
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be brought before him. Seaborn, who was guilty 
of the assault and battery, took to his heels, when 
he saw the officer coming; finding that he would be 
overtaken, he took a tree, and up it he went to the 
top. The officer commanded that he come down; 
he defiantly refused, and dared the officer to "come 
up and take him." Thinking himself safe, he 
crowed like a cock upon his tallest perch. The 
officer, resolute and fertile of expedients, sent for an 
axe — one was close at hand — ^with which he went to 
work to cut him down. When the tree began to 
crack and show signs of falling, Joe began to think 
the matter getting serious, and hallooed out to "hold 
on," that he "surrendered," that he would come 
down. The officer hallooed back for him to "hold 
on," that the tree would soon be down, and whacked 
away, y Joe could stand it no longer. When the 
tree began to crack and shake, down he slid, strik- 
ing the ground as the tree left the stump. The 
officer, with hi3 posse^ seized him, and marched 
hipa up before the 'Squire, who ordered that he be 
held in close confinement until the shooting-match 
was over. The officer, wishing to take his chance 
at shooting for a quarter of beef, and there being 
no strong place at hand in which to confine the 
prisoner, sought a cart body which lay convenient, 
and put him under it, and with the aid of the by- 
standers, brought a heavy log and weighted it down ; 
thus Joe was kept closely caged until the shooting- 
match was over. The other party was let off with 
an apology on his part, and a reprimand from the 
court. 
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Coterapdrary with the settlements on Williams' 
and Fisher's creeks, Captain Stephen Childress 
settled in the thick woods six or more miles below, 
on a creek, which took his name, where he opened 
a large plantation. The Captain lived but a few 
years. His widow, who was the sister of Thomas 
H. and Jesse- Benton, with a large family, survived 
him many years. Thomas Childress, son of Cap- 
tain Stephen, with his beautiful young wife, settled 
in the woods near his father's the same year. He is 
yet living near where he first settled, and is, I 
believe, the only surviving Childress of the old 
etock. He yet maintains, under the weight of 
many years, an elastic step and the dignity of his 
race. 

The year following, old man Jacob Niswanger, and 
his son-in-law, Joseph Wardlow, moved in from 
South Carolina, and opened up a large plantation 
on Garner's creek. The same year, and from the 
same State, came old man Larkin Gaines, and his 
eons, Pendleton, Powell and Abner. Few "new- 
comers" contributed more to the interest and 
advancement of the settlement, than Niswanger and 
Waldron, The old man Jacob, a man of many 
eccentricities of character, was a genius' with all. 
Everything needed or useful in the economic man- 
agement of his affairs bore marks of his handy- 
work. By his probity and industry he amassed a 
fortune. A hatter by trade, Jae kept up his shop as 
long as he lived. He brought old man Murphej'^ 
with him from South Carolina, who was long noted 
for being the best maker of hats in West Tennessee. 
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WilliaiD Murphey had his idiosyncrasies. Those 
of us who knew him when we were boys yet 
remember him and his black snakes with an amtis- 
ing interest. The only instance known of the 
snake's being cultivated and utilized is perhaps 
due to William MurfdMy, the hatter. He found 
them better mausera than the house cat, and inlit)- 
duced them into his shop for the protection of his 
furs and newly made hats. On a warm sunshiny 
day, you would see them coiled up in every crack 
and nitch in his shop, with their black eyes gtistening 
like so many newly opened chinquepins. They 
kept his shop free o€ rats and mice. It is human 
to be afraid of snakes. They answered him a good 
purpose in keeping away the meddlesome boys. 
An amusing as well as a thrilling incident occurred 
to the old gentleman soon after ke arrived in the 
settlement. He had strolled out one day in the 
'^ new ground" on a snake hunt. He soon scared up, 
in the thick brush, a monster black snake, and made 
for it. The snake being pressed hard for a hiding 
place, took to a hole in the end of a hollow pole. 
He carefully stepped up the entrance to the hollow, 
and shouldering it, he started for the shop. He 
had gone but It short distance, when he began to 
experience a choking sensation; the snake had 
found his way out at another hole, and thrown him- 
self around the old hatter's neck. It being a large 
and powerful snake, he was unable to extricate 
himself. With difficulty he was able to call for 
help. Luckily several negro men were at work 
close by, who, fliscovering the perilous fix the old 
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maD was in, ran to his r^ef. It was only with 
their koiyea that they oould prevent strangvlationy 
by cutting the monster loose. The old gentleman 
was very thankftil for the timely help, but sorely 
regretted to lose so fine a rat-catcher. 

Joseph Wardlow built his first house at the big 
spring, forming the head of Garner's creek, and 
afterward made his permanent settlement below his 
father-in-law's, near the same creek, where he 
resided until the county of Lauderdale was formed 
in 1836, when be fixed his residence at Ripley, the 
newly located county site, building the first house 
in the place. He continued his residence in Ripley 
until his death, which occurred in 1863, in the 
seventieth year of his age. His name, long inti- 
mately connected and associated with the rise and 
progress of Lauderdale, as among the fathers of 
the county, is perpetuated in his noble sons, who, of 
the present day, stand among its most worthy and 
prominent citizens. 

The Fishers, Blackwells, Doctor Abner Phillips, 
and others worthy of mention, were cotemporary 
in the Thompson-Russell settlement. 

The settlement to the east and south of Durham-^ 
ville was formed by Matthew I*ickett, Johnny 
Stone, William Turner, Kent Penic, Estes and 
othergj, many of whose decendants yet ctiltivate the 
land, and reside on the homes of their fathers. 

Among those of the pioneer and early immigrant 
settlers, whose long and useful life is yet spared to 
recount the perils and hardships of pioneer life in 
the Big Hatchie country, none is more worthy a 



58 Reminiscences of Old Times 

page in these semi-historic reminiscences than 
William Turner — Uncle Billy, as he is familiarly 
and reverentially called — ^who, in the spring-time of 
manhood, with his young and newly married wife, 
in company with seyeral of his neighbors, cut loose 
their moorings from the shores of their native land, 
Kentucky, and floated out the Barron river into 
the Green, and down the Ohio into the Mississippi, 
landing at the mouth of the Big Hatchie, in tiie 
month of February, in the year 1827, in search of 
a home in a wild, and, to him, an unknown land. 

His companions were Parson Reson B. Collins, 
Charles CuUin, and two young men named A'Jams. 
Heading the prow of their keel, with all their earthly 
goods, up the Hatchie, they poled away until they 
reached a point of high land interesting to look at. 
Dividing in search of a place upon which to locate, 
two took to the woods north of the river, and two 
south, the fifth remaining with the "women folks" 
on the boat. 

Billy Turner and Parson Collins took to the 
north side, and struck out for the hills, and soon 
become lost in the woods. Bogueing about all day, 
they found themselves, at nightfall, on a high bluft', 
overlooking the tops of the tall trees to the north 
and west. They stood upon the Cole creek bluffs, 
ten or more miles away from their boat, bewildered 
in a wilderness of wild beasts. They brought a halt 
to gather in their confused thoughts. Turner pro- 
posed .that they strike a fire and wait till morning. 
The Parson opposed it, expressing his fears that 
they would be eaten up during the night by wild 
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beasts. The brave-hearted Turner went to work, 
however, and gathered dry wood, built a fire and 
resolved to spend the night. Tired, and without 
food, he rolled himself up upon the ground to 
sleep. Hardly had he fallen to sleep, when the 
Parson aroused him, saying that he could hear "the 
tramp of the wild beasts;" that he could hear 
them "snapping and sharpening their teeth;'' that 
they would be "eaten up alive before morning;" 
that he must get up and th^y would "watch 
together." 

Billy, thinking that he ought to pray as well as 
watch, turned over and dropped to sleep again. He 
was again aroused from his slumbers by the Parson 
saying that he was dying of thirst; that if he 
didn't get some water soon he would die. What to 
do, or where to find water for his frightened, fever- 
ished companion, was a puzzle. Something had to 
be done, however, or he would die of fright and 
thirst. So he got up and commenced looking 
about for water; none could be found, unless it be 
under the bluff", which it seemed impossible to 
reach. To save Hfe, however, they commenced slid- 
ing down, holding on to such twigs and rough 
places as they could feel ; they were in utter dark- 
ness. Down they went, however, the Parson ahead, 
until they struck the bank of the creek. But how 
should he get to the water? The bank was perpen- 
dicular. The cane stood thick and heavy upon the 
bank, bending over to the surface of the water. 
The only way to get to the water was to slide down 
on the cane. So down the Parson crawled on top 
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at ihe beadiag cane tmtil hk bttmifiig face came in 
coD^iact with the cold water. Bfiyiving from hie 
flight, aad slaking his thipst, his tremble was to get 
back from his perilous situation, which he had jast 
bdgaa to realize. His Mend Billy could render 
him no aseistanee, nor could he see him, wilh his 
heek cocked up in the air, and his head touching 
the water, for the black darkness that reigned 
under the bluff. After many efforts and almost 
Bupeshuman exertion, the Parson siieceeded in 
reversing his position, and getting his head up, he 
pulled himself to shore. They got back to the £re 
agaiur^how, the narrator says, was impossible to 
telL It was thus they spent their first night, in the 
Big Hatchie country. 

When the morning came, they were at a loss to 
know which direction to take to get back to the 
boat From the high bluff the Parson hesurd a 
chicken crow. He became almost crazed with de- 
Ught, and told Billy that it was his rooster on the 
boat Taking out his pocket-compass, he took the 
eourse. After several hours travel, they reached 
the boat, satisfied with the Cola creek hills. CuUen 
and one of the Adams boys had come in from their 
exploration on the south side, and reported un- 
&.vorably. 

They went to work and poled higher up> reaching 
Childress' landing, where they made fiist, and blazed 
their way up to the Thompson and Russell settle- 
ment The year after "Uncle Billy" moved over 
and settled on Camp creek; a favorite camping 
^reek with the Chickasaws, and from which circum- 
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stance H took its name. I'or many years he enjoyed 
himself with the Indians, when they would come in 
on their fall hnnts. He has told the writer, that he 
has counted as many as thirty deer, brought to their 
eamp of a morning before the frost had left the 
ground. He still resides where he first made his 
permanent settlement in Tipton, now Lauderdale, 
forty-five years ago. Few men have lived so long 
and blameless a life as Uncle Billy Turner; noted 
for his many Christian virtues, he is venerated and 
esteemed by the community in which he lives, and 
highly respected by all who know him. 

As a piimeer preacher. Parson Reson B. Collins 
proved himself unequal to the task. After a severe 
spell of fever, his mind lost its balance, and his 
friends prevailed on him to move back to Kentucky, 
which he did, after remaining a couple of years. 

The man for the times, and suited to the woiit, 
soon made his appearanee in tiie land, in the person 
of Arthur Davis, who, lacking nothing in moral 
worth, or phj^sical courage, came with the broad 
banner of his Master's kingdom in one hand, and 
the broad sword in the other. He came prelCching 
that the wolf shall dwell with the lamb — that the 
"weaned child shall put his hand on the cockatrice's 
den"— that man was born to a " higher and brighter 
civilization." Pew men knew better how to take 
the "bull by the horns," or win to his Master's 
kingdom a sinner^s soul. Fond of pioneer life, he 
gloried in being called to preach in the wilderness. 
The writer is indebted to an old friend of Reverend 
Mr. Davis for many thrilling incidents, illustrative 






62 Reminiscences of Old Times 

of the moral aud physical heroism of the mao. In 
the early settlement of the country, and before the 
building of churches, even with round logs, Mr. 
Davis made an appointment that he would preach 
at a certain school-house* on a certain day, in the 
vicinity of Denmark. A band of oiUlaws, living in 
the settlement, seeing the notice sticking up in the 
neighborhood, give it out that "no d — d Methodist 
preacher should preach ' in that house," and if Mr. 
D. attempted to ii]l his appointment, they would 
give him a sound drubbing. When he came to fill 
his appointment, he was informed of the threats, 
and advised that his life would be in danger it he 
undertook to preach. He paid no attention to their 
fears, and heeded not their advice, but went to his 
appointment. On reaching the place, he found the 
log-house already filled with the anxious and curi- 
ous of the neighborhood, and the regulators stand- 
ing apart with their sticks and clubs. He passed 
in, and up to the place assigned as a temporary 
pulpit. Inclining his head as a mark of respect to 
the congregation, he paused and surveyed, with a 
penetratiug eye, every member of the assembled 
neighborhood. Not a man of them did he know. 
He opened service, took his te^t, and preached. 
After the service was over, he announced au 
appointment, " Providence permitting," to preach at 
the same place again, on a stated day named, and 
invited the congregation to attend him out in the 
grove. 

He passed out, as he went in, without turnijjg his 
head to the right or to the left, and stopped at $i 
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stamp. Taking off his bat and coat he laid them 
upon the stump, and then, turning to the assembled 
neighborhood, asked if there was present a member 
of any church, and paused for a reply. A gentle- 
man stepped forward and replied that he had been 
a member of the Presbyterian church. " That will 
do, sir; thank you," said Mr. Davis. " I have a wife 
and one child. Her name is Drucilla. She lives at 
a certain place" — ^here giving such directions that 
he could not fail to find her. " I want you to prom- 
ise, by the vow you took when you joined the 
church, that if anything should happen to Arthur 
Davis to-day, by which he should never see her again, 
that you will tell her how it happened, and all about 
it. Now, Mr. Regulators," turning to a clump of 
men who were standing apart from the crowd, ^^I 
am ready for you. Oome one at a time, and Til 
show you who Art. Davis is." They looked at one 
another, and then at the preacher. ^' Don't keep me 
waiting," says he. "You have made your threats 
that no d> — d Methodist preacher should preach in 
that house," pointing to it. "I am a Methodist 
preacher, and I have preached in it, according to 
my appointment. I am now ready to meet you, 
according to your appointment, one at a time, and 
you will make the acquaintance of Art. Davis." 

The leader of the band threw do^n his club, 
walked up to the brave-hearted Davis and ofiered 
him his hand saying : " Mr. Davis, you are my sort 
of man; I like you, sir; you shall preach here when- 
ever it may please you to do so, and I will see you 
do it iri peace. You are the preacher for me." 



64 Bemimscenees of OU Times 

With that the neighborhood gathered Mround him, 
iotrodudng one another, until he had made the per* 
sonal aoquaiutance of every one present He wa9 
ever aft^ that a welcome preacher in the neigh- 
borhood. 

!N'ot long after that, a camp-meeting was being 
held near Denmark. Mr. Davis was, with other 
preachers, in attendance. It was a custom, in the 
early days of camp-meetings held in the Big Hatchie 
country, to organize a police to preserve cwder ott 
the ground, and to keep out stragglers. During the 
progress of the meeting a half dozen or more row- 
dies and desperadoes, bein&t instiecated by a wild 
.piri. »d bi wH*;, go. ^p . fc^, wkieh ftr«*. 
ened to break up the meeting. The police, or guard, 
as they were then called, succeeded in arresting alt 
of the disturbers, save one, who defied the guard 
and the whole camp-meeting. He had backed him- 
self in between two tents, and he was protected in 
the rear by anotiier tent. The passage-way to him 
was just wide enough for one man to pass in. 
There the desperado had taken refuge, brandishing 
his bowie-knife, and threatening death to any one 
who dared put his hands upon him. Mr. Davis, 
hearing of the difficulty, quietly remarked that he 
would go and take him. Approaching the crowd 
which had assembled in front of the desperate man 
with his bowie-knife, he at once comprehended the 
work to be done. Reaching the entrance to the 
passage-way in which the desperado stood, with his 
glistening blade in hand, he turned to- the by-stand- 
ers and asked that they would make him two pro* 
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fiiises, to which they assented. "Then," says he, 
"you will promise me, first, if I am killed, that you 
will see that my wife Drucilla and the children are 
ear«d for; and you will proqaise me, second, that 
you will hang that devil," pointing to the desper- 
ado, "upoo yon limb," pointing up to a suitable 
timb for ihe purpose. Turning to the outlaw he 
quietly said: "Xow, sir, you are my prisoner." No 
sooner did he make the first firm step towaixl him 
than the outlaw threw down his knife, advanced, 
aad fiaeeting him, said : " Parson Davis, j6\i are the 
only man alive that can take me. I am your pris- 
oner." The meeting progressed without further 
di^urbance. 

Few men possessed the personal courage of Mr. 
Davis. His earnest and firm personal bearing was 
as an array of sharp steel, when directed towards an 
oftender. The power of his moral influence over 
the wicked was marked with equal success. The 
boldness with which he asserted his right to talk to 
sinners was happily illustrated at a camp-meeting 
held near Brownsville. The good work was going 
on swimmingly; the mourner's bench was filled, 
and gave promise of the conversion of many souls. 
Mr. Davis, in passing along, administering to their 
troubled souls, came to an old and hardened sinner, 
a gentleman of his acquaintance. He saw that he 
was "under conviction." Laying his heavy hand 
upon his shoulder, he said, in a loud and strong 
voice : "Pray! pray hard; pray with all your mind, 
might and soul. You are a moving, breathing mass 
of putrefaction. Pray with all your mind and 
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strength, for you are the very butt-cut of sin.'^ The 
power and force of his language struck the old sin- 
ner with such terror as to his situation that he slid 
from the bench into the straw, and wrestled with 
the devil until he triumped. Such was the power 
and force of character of the best pioneer preacher 
that ever filled an appointment in the Big Hatchie 
country. 

The first school-house in Tipton, north of Hatchie, 
was built in 1827, in the Thompson settlement, and 
old man Larkm Gaines was the first schoolmaster. 
The writer, with Dr. Jacob N. Wardlow, now the 
Clerk and Master of the Chancery Court of Laud- 
erdale, and Sam. A. Thompson, Esq., the present 
Chairman of the County Court of Lauderdale, were 
among his first pupils. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

John G. Barnes, the Pioneer Blacksmith — What Became of 
General Tipton's Jack — The Chickasaws and the Shooting 
Match — The First Tub Mill and Cotton Gin — Joshua 
Farrington^ the Gin Maker — TemplCy the Screw Gutter 
and Model Bear Hunter — Bolivar Merchants — Fitser 
Miller — The Author's First Killing, 

John C. Barnes was the pioneer blacksmith in Tip- 
ton, north of Hatchie. His shop was on the waters 
of Fisher's creek. Barnes was a good citizen, though 
a bachelor, and had the advancement and prosperity 
of the settlement very much at heart. Of robust 
constitution, he stood six feet two in his stocking 
feet, broad acros.^ the chest, with shoulders and arms 
of a Vulcan, and was a skillful and most reliable 
workman with all. 

The bringing into cultivation of the rich new lands 
began to require more work stock than were brought 
in by the settlers. Barnes, wishing to contribute 
his share toward increasing the stock of the land, 
proposed bringing a jack into the settiement and 
establish his headquarters at his blacksmith shop. 
His proposition was approbated by the neighbor- 
hood, with promises of patronage. But the grave 
question arose, first, as to where one could be had, 
and secondly, the money required to pay for one. 
A good jack in those days was wortii from six to 
eight hundred dollars, which was more money than 
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Barnes, backed by the 5€ftfemm^, could conveniently 
raise. My father, hearing of Barnes' enterprise, 
and equally anxious with the lower settlement, to 
begin the raising of mules, sent for him. Barnes, 
full of hope-giving promise, with the message he had 
received, was at my father's to breakfast the next 
morning. He and my father talked over the sub- 
ject-matter of his visit, which resulted in his going 
over to see General Tipton, residing south of the 
Hatchie, near Covington. 

General Tipton was among the first settlers south 
of the Big Hatchie, in the county which bore his 
name. His place of dwelling was beautifully situ- 
ated, four miles northeast of Covington, where he 
established a large plantation. He early introduced 
into the country the " b«6t blooded stock." He took 
great interest in raising fine horses, mules and ca^ 
tie, by which he became agreat benefactor to the early 
settlers. Barnes, without delay, went over to see the 
General, and by an arrangement satisfactory to both 
pajrties, obtained his fine jack " Moses,'' and brought 
him over to his blacksmith shop. There being no 
printing oflBlcesyet in the country, Barnes repaired 
to old man Gaines, who taught a school in the set- 
tlement^ and who wrote a fiiite, big hand, and got 
him to write off^handbills, which he did, announcing, 
in a flowing big hand, that " General Tipton's cele- 
brated Jack, ' Moses,' fifteen and a half hands high, 
would keep his headquarters for the season at 
Barnes blacksmith shop," etc Sticking them up, 
one at the school-house, one at the meeting-house, 
and through the settlement generally^ the neighbors 
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ftoeked to the blaokBmith shop to see General Tip- 
ton's famous jack ^^ Moses/' and Barnes felt that his 
fortune would be made in one season. His black- 
smith work, in the meantime, kept him busy during 
spring and early qummer, which, with the standinff 
profits that promised to crop out of the ^^ celebrated 
Moses," he passed the summer with golden dreams 
of a rich harvest from his enterprise. 

The Ohickasaws had not yet abandoned the Big 
Hatchie country as their fitvorite hunting-ground^ 
Bands of hunters came in eyery fidl, hunting in the 
Hatohie Bottom, until they loaded their ponies with 
deer, bear and other skins, which they took to BoU- ' 
Tar, a trading post for Indian traffic. Game of every 
deaoription was so plentiful that Hie whites paid 
little or no attention to their coming or going* They 
were proverbially polite, friendly, and wholly inof* 
fensive. To the nearest settlers they would bring 
in the finest haunches of vension, fat gobblers and 
bear meat. They hunted for the most part for tiie 
fdties, «riiig only m laftny veniflon hams aa they 
eoitld conveniently pack away on their ponies. 

The .. hunting season had opened. Barnes, how- 
ever, was no hunter. He was regarded as the rising 
man of the settlement, and began to diink it was 
not good to be ^' alone in the worid." A wedding 
was soon talked of at Captain Childress', some six 
miles below in the <^ thick woods." Barnes was 
lotted as the lucky man, and the Captain's eldest 
daughter as the woman. Bhe was a widow. The 
wedding came off, and Barnes took his bride home. 
Axriving ait home with hia loving charge, he was met 
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wilii the stern reality that "Moses " had gotten out 
and taken himself off to the " wilderness." All 
hands had gone to the wedding, and none conld tell 
how he got out or whither he had gone. It was 
night, and nothing could he doije until morning* 
Barnes rose early, and his first care was to find the 
whereabouts of the General's jack. Finding from 
his tracks that he had gone in the direction of the 
Hatchie Bottom, he returned to breakfast* After 
breakfast, he, with his foreman in the shop, went in 
search of "Moses." Taking his track, they fol- 
lowed it until they came to the thick switch-cane, 
where they could track him no farther. Bogueing 
about in the cane until night came upon them, they 
were compelled to return, having hunted all day in 
vain. A general search was made the next day, sev- 
eral of the neighbors joining in the hunt; but 
" Moses " had lost himself in the wilderness, where 
he could not be foilnd. Barnes grew uneasy ; he 
was troubled. Could he have been stolen ? Hardly, 
for he had been tracked to the thick cane. The 
Chickasaws were in camp some eight miles above. 
None had been seen so low down, and if they had, 
no one thought for a moment that they were guilty 
of the theft They had been coming in every hunt- 
ing season, and were never known to trespass upon 
any one's rights. No, the Chickasaws had never 
been guilty of a wrong. In the meantime the win- 
ter rains set in early, overflowing all the streams. 
The Hatchie rose rapidly, inundating the bottom. 
"Moses" had not yet returned. The conclusion 
Barnes came to was, that he had been caught in the 
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overflow and drowned. The winter passed, and 
Barnes had to report to the General the loss of his 

* jack, acknowledging his responsibility in the prem- 
ises. He promised to make ffood his- value as soon 
as he was able to do so. The General, kind at heart 
and in sympathy with Barnes for his loss, was lenient. 
Barnes went to work in his shop, redoubling his 
energies. New-comers were rapidly settling around 
him. His shop work increased. He made and 
sharpened all the plows for eight or ten miles around. 
Happening to be on the river fishing one day, as a 
trading boat was descending, the Captain hailed 
him and inquired whether any peltries were on sale 
in his neighborhood. In the meantime the boat 
drifted around in the eddy where he was fishing, 
coming up broadside to the bank. The deck, or 
roof, of the boat was covered with skins of all 
kinds. It was sunny September, and the skins were 
being sunned and aired. A conversation grew up, 
Barnes asking the Captain what kind of skins he 
wa« buying, what he was paying, and the points he 
was trading to and firom, when the Captain remarked 
that he had bought a hide of an animal at Bolivar 
novel in the peltry trade. The novelty was turned 
over, with the hair side up, a huge hide, with head, 
ears, and the eye holes well stretched. No sooner 
was Barnes' attention called to it when he exclaimed : 

, "By thunder! Captain, it's my jackass's skin. 
* Moses,' have I found you at last ? Captain, where 
did you come across that hide ? " The Captain told 
him that he purchased it with other skins from Bills 
& McNeal, of Bolivar. Barnes then related th^ 
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story of the missing jAck, and the Captain, being 
impressed with the truth of the statement, readily 
turned the hide over to Barnes, who took it hoaie 
and put it away for safe keeping. The following 
month, October, the Chickasaws came in for their 
fall hunt. Barnes was oti the lookout for them. 
They came down to the number of sixty or seventy, 
and camped at the mouth of Fisher'* Oreek, in the 
vicinity where "Moses" had lost himself the fall 
previous. They were very friendly. Barnes waa 
favorably known to many of them. He had, on 
previous seasons, repaired their guns. Wholly igno- 
rant of the grave charge awaiting them, several 
were soon out to the shop io have the l^ks of their 
guns fixed. Barnes had a talk with them. Learn*- 
ing that it was the same party that were in tiie 
bottom hunting the fall previous, he fell upon a 
strategy to get them out to his shop. Fixing their 
locks, he told them that a great " shooting«-match " 
was going to take place at hie shop next Saturday, 
then three days oiF, and invited them to come and 
bring all of their best shots ; that they were going 
to shoot for the skin of a large a^d beautiful ani- 
mal, the only one of lie sort that was ever killed 
in the Hatchie Bottonu Delighted with the oppor- 
tunity of shooting with the white man, and for such 
a prize skin, they left in great glee, promising to 
come and bring all of their best marksmen. Barnes 
was not long in communicating with his nei^bora 
and arranging for the " shooting match." Saturday 
came. The best shots of the neighborhood, num- 
bering thirty, had arrived. Soon the liidians came 
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galloping up on their ponies, numbering between 
sixty and seventy. 

The blacksmith shop was at the cross-roads, on a 
high, level bench of land, thickly shaded with large 
poplar, oak and hickory, free from undergrowth. 
A broad board had been charred, by holding it over 
a fire until it was black. The " bull's eye " was cut 
and pinned in the center of the "black-board," 
which was nailed breast high on a large poplar, and 
ninety yards stepped off. The Indians were to 
choose from among them five of their best shots, 
and the whites the same number. Judges were 
appointed to arrange the order of shooting. A silver 
half-dollar was'cast up, "heads or tails,"* to decide 
which side should have the first shot. It was won 
by the red men. The judges announced everything 
ready for the shooting to begin. Four shots, in their 
order, was made, and the judges decided there was 
a "tie." The last round would decide. The red 
man squared himself to the mark, slowly bringing 
his rifle to his shoulder, and in breathless silence 
raised its long barrel until his sight covered the 
" bull's eye," and fired. He drove the center. It was 
the first shot that broke the cross (t). The Indians 
yelled with gleeful delight. The remaining shots 
were wide of the mark, and the Chickasaws whooped 
and yelled, calling for the prize skin. Barnes was 
ready with it. He deliberately walked out with the 
hide of "Moses" rolled up under his arm, and 
unrolled it upon the ground, to the astonished gaze 
of the red men. There was the hide of the cele- 

9 

brated jack, " Moses," with its mouse-colored hair 
4 
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and black streak running down its back, its flanks 
and belly white as cotton, relieved by the dark rings 
of the neck and head, with ears sticking up, and 
eye-holes circled with thick tufts of short white hair, 
spread out on the ground. The red men pressed up 
close to get a sight. The winnfer of the prize gath- 
ered it up, to exhibit it, as well as to examine it 
more closely. Turning it over, he broke out with a 
jolly, semiHBavage " Ha ! ha ! ha ! Me kill him. Me 
shoot him. See my bullet hole ! [running his finger 
through the fat^l hole.] Ha ! ha ! Me sell him to 
Bolivar. Me get him again. Ha ! ha ! " Old maax 
FuUen — ^Ben FuUen, proprietor of " EuUen Ferry " — 
who was ♦not in the secret of Barnes' strategy, 
exclaimed aloud, that it was " the hide of General ' 
Tipton's jack ; " he would " swear by the flesh marks 
that it was. See them eye-holes, and them rings 
round his big ears ! " " Hush ! " said Barnes, " let 
me speak." Asking them all to be quiet, he spoke, 
addressing himself to the Chickasaws. He explained 
to them the nature and uses of the animal whose 
hide was before them ; that it belonged to a great 
General, who lived on the other side of the Hatchie; 
that he strayed away from his shop into the thick 
cane last fall, while he was absent from home ; that 
he.and his neighbors had hunted for him for weeks, 
and concluded that he was caught in the overflow 
and drowned ; that he had to pay the General six 
hundred dollars for his loss; that he was a poor 
man, not able to pay that big money ; that he had 
. been good to them, fixing and repairing their old 
guns whenever they came to him, and never charged 
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tibem mtich; that the Chiekasaws were a brate, 
honorable nation ; that they had never stolen any- 
body's property, nor trespassed upon anyone'd 
rights. The brave young man, who was the besk 
shot and won the hide, acknowledged that he killed 
him* He was satisfied that he thought he was shoot* 
ing Bome wild animaj ; that he felt innocent of doing 
harm. Yet, they were in the white man's country, 
where laws were made ; that the laws did not have 
any respect to persons, and ignorance was no excuse; 
that all were alike guilty, and they must pay him 
for killing the animal. If they refused^ the man of 
tibe law was upon the ground, who would have 
them all arrested and carried to jail. 

The utmost respect and attention was paid to 
Barnes while he was making this plain talk. The 
older heads of the red men gathered together in the 
grove^ and held council in the matter. After a long 
talk, the young hunters having gathered around 
them, they dispersed, each man going to his ^ony. 
Thei* movements were eagerly watched and noted 
by the thirty good marksmen at the shop. Getting 
their ponies, they all came leading them up before 
the shop. An intelligent looking old hunter spoke : 

" We sorry for killing him. We think he belong 
to the woods. We find him in thick cane. We 
Ihink him wild. We sorry for Bam— good man, 
work much. We take no white man's boss, pony, 
nothin that b'longs to white man. We honest. We 
pay. We have ponies; that's all [motioning toward 
the long line of ponies held by their owners^ Take 
pay. We honest/' 
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The strategy was a success. The red men had 
showD themselves true Chickasaws. Barnes told 
his red frierds to point out the ponies they wanted 
to give up in payment for the jack. The old hunter 
who had acted as spokesman said: ^^Take, take 
plenty. Red man pay white man. Let white man 
say." Barnes then suggested that three white men 
and two red men be appointed as appraisers. They 
were appointed, and passed upon the value of the 
ponies, fixing their value at seventeen dollars and a 
fraction as the average, turning over to Barnes thirty- 
five ponies in payment and full satisfaction for his 
jack. What became of General Tipton's jackass 
was satisfactorily explained. 

The Chickasaws meeted out a full measure of 
justice to our friend Barnes — six hundred dollars' 
worth of ponies satisfied the law. It was their first 
lesson— stunning lesson under the teachings of stern, 
written law. They would have no more of it, so 
they cut short their hunt, and bid a long fare- 
well to the Big Hatchie coun&y, their old hunting 
ground, and returned to their "beloved prairies," 
soon to be yielded up to the progress of Southern 
agriculture. Barnes had a public sale and sold off 
the ponies, distributing the iUegitimate proceeds of 
his jack through the settlement, thereby increasing 
the stock of the land. My eldest brother purchased 
three of them; most excellent hunting ponies they 
were. * - 

It is proper to mention here, that the parties at 
Bolivar^ who became possessed of the jack's hide, 
and who enjoyed the joke, had it narrated in tlte lower 



m West Tennessee, 77 

settlement, where the Indians were wont to hunt, 
putting ou foot inquiries as to who had lost a jack- 
ass, which came to the knowledge of the owners 
thereof. For none stood higher for commercial 
integrity than the merchants of Bolivar. 

BOLIVAR 

was one of the earliest and most important trading 
posts in West Tennessee. Its first settlers were men 
of ahigh grade — such men as the Polks, Bills, Woods, 
Millers, McNeils, and many others, whose names 
are not only identified with Bolivar and Hardeman 
county, but familiar to the whole Western District 
of Tennessee as among the best and brightest Of 
the many old settlers, whose long and eventful life 
has been spared to link the past with the present, 
and who stands among the noble fathers of the land, 
no better specimen could be offered than the name 
of 

PITSBB MILLER. 

I well remember him at the period, when my father, 
with his immigrant train, camped at Boliviar, wait- 
ing for the waters of the Big Hatchie to subside to 
enable him to cross. He was then quite a young 
man, of course. He came to our camp, made the 
acquaintance of my mother, and would have her 
and my grandmother, and the young children, to go 
to his house, and showed them every kindness — ^not 
letting them leave his hospitable roof until the train 
was ready to move across the river. His generous 
kindness\ras ever remembered by my father and 
mother, and will never be forgotten by their chil- 
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dren. I am not aware^ at tbis writing, whether he 
is among the living, but if gone forever, his name 
will long survive his mortal death. I regret that I 
am not able to give a biographicaJ sketch of him — 
such as his name merits, as I knew him more from 
his high character than as a personal acquaintance. 
Certain it is, however, that the annals of West 
Tennessee could not be written without his name. 
He ever stood with the people of Bolivar and 
Hardeman county as the first and leading mer- 
chant, and exercised and maintained a, healthy 
influence over all who knew him and enjoyed his 
acquaintance. I remember that one earnest sen- 
tence spoken by him, so influenced my mother as to 
have turned the scale of fortune agaitist us. My 
father, upon reaching Bolivar, had not determined 
upon a point of location. He had several landed in- 
terests in Tennessee. He had visited the country the 
year previous, and explored it from the first to the 
fourth Chickasaw bluffl He had stood upon the 
grand blufl:* upon which the magnificent yourgcity of 
Memphis now stands, when Bayou Gayoeo coursed 
its way through a wild jungle — the haunts of the 
wild beast — ^and communed with the grand river 
He was interested with the late Colonel John C. Mac- 
lemore (who was a near relative of my mother), in 
several landed interests. Among the tracts in which 
he had an interest, was the Ramsay five-thousand- 
acre tract, now covered by South Memphis. It had 
been agreed between Colonel Maclemore and my 
: .father, that he could, at his option, locate upon the 
• * llamsay tract. It waa his aim and wish to settle 
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upon tb^ b^oks of th^ great river Miesig^ippi, in 
haariug of its surgijig water*. The subject was 
being freisly discuis«ed iu the presence.of Mr. Miller. 
My mother had gi?^n the wbject but little thought, so 
icharmed was she with Pitser Millen My father, 
however, had the fourth Chickasaw bluflf firmly set 
in his heart. Mv* MiUer remained reticent as to an 
.opinion upon the subject until my mother, address- 
ing him, called fpr his opinion. In all serioustiess 
he said : " Well Mctdamf if you loUl go and settle on 
the banks of the Mississippi river ^ let me suggest that 
your huskdnd ioJke along phnJc mough to make coffins to 
bury your children — your whole family" I remember 
well the electric effect of these remarks upon my 
mother. IJer children were her jewels — eight of 
them. My father^ be it said, ever yielded to the 
fancies of his intelligent and loving- wife, Patsey. 
The decision wa« taken, and Pitser Miller's coffin 
plonk kept us from settling on the Ramsay tract. 
liTobody is responsible for the freaks of Dame For- 
tune—ran unmitigated old hag, unworthy of decent 
burial. Oar immigrant train had better have 
turned in the direction* of the fourth Chickasaw 
bluff, with Mr. Miller's coffin plank, than to have 
crossed the Big Hatchie. Yet, Dame Fortune never 
cast "new-eomers" upon a more enchanting and 
lovely spot than fell to our lot north of the Big 
Hatchie. This incident is only mentioned to show 
the influence Pitser Miller exercised over the minds 
of men — especially women — even in his young days. 
Returning to our wilderness home, our greatest 
need was ^ood bread- The steel mill had worn 
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out, and we had to resort to the mortar and pestle. 
The meanest of all meal is that pounded in a mor- 
tar — a wooden mortar — darA, dingi/y chse^ clammy. 
Bread made of it is too mean to write about. So my 
father resolved to build a mill. Selecting for it a 
beautiful site on the creek, where the bluff was 
most inviting, he went to work with his own resour- 
ces, and soon had an old time "tub-milP' ready to 
make good meal. He sent up in the vicinity of 
Jackson, in Madison county, for his mill-rocks. 
He also attached a gin, for we had began to grow 
cotton. He purchased his gin-stand of 

JOSHUA PABRINOTOir, 

of Brownsville, than whom no cleverer man ever 
filed a saw-tooth or adjusted a brush. I remember 
Mr. Parrington as a true type of an old-time gen- 
tleman. His gins, manufactured by himself and 
sons, were, as to West Tennessee, what Pratf s were 
to Alabama. By his industry and probity he raised 
a large family of sons and daughters, who became 
ornaments in society — his eldest, Jacob, the popu- 
lar, enterprising man of progress; John, eminent as 
a jurist, and William, prominent as a merchant and 
financier, and now stands head among the bank 
presidents of Memphis. John and William are, I 
believe, all that are now living of the worthy sons 
of a most worthy sire. The mill going, and gin 
ready, a press was needed, but where to get a screw- 
cutter was the trouble. My father, inquiring in the 
settlement, was informed that there was an excel- 
lent screw-cutter, who had abandoned his trade and 
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taken to bear-huuting; that his place of dwelling, 
or camp, as it was termed, was somewhere x>ver on 
Cane creek. He forthwith dispatched old Jack, 
with snch instructions as he could give him. The 
next day, about noon. Jack returned, bringing the 
screw-cutter with him. He came on foot, with a 
heavy, short rifle on his shoulder, in well-dressed 
leather overalls up to his hips, followed by two fero- 
cious dogs, of immense size, panther-colored, with 
black, broad noses, their ears rounded off close to 
their heads, and their tails bobbed off close to their 
broad haunqhes — ^brother and sister. They were the 
best-trained bear-dogs in the Big Hatchie country, 
and their owner the best hunter in Crockett's land. 
A model bear-hunter, he had hunted with David 
Crockett, and was &miliar with the range and 
haunts of bruin from Reelfoot lake to, the mouth of 
the Hatchie. Stout and strong (he stood full six 
feet), straight as an Iroquois, carrying no surplus 
flesh, with an iron constitution, his home and de- 
light was the wild woods; intelligent awd good look- 
ing, withal, and as unselfish as the genial soil upon 
which he was wont to tread. Preferring the chase 
to work, the utilitarian would write him down as a 
lazy man. He soon satisfied my father that he could 
cut a screw — that he was a finished workman — but 
he was loth to take the job, as it was near the hunt- 
ing season (it was then early fall), and he could not 
come and leave his family in his camp, as he called 
it. He had a wife and two young children, twin 
daughters, and not a year old. My mother, over- 
hearing the conversation, and equally anxious about 
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the screw, spoke, saying : "Oh, no, sli' ! It will never 
do to leave your wife and her babies alone in the 
woods. Bring them along j We will provide for them 
some way. We can fix theiri up in the loom-house J 
it has a good fire-place, and we will not need it until 
the cotton is picked otit and ginned. Beside, if 
you want to hunt bear, you can find as many dowti 
the creek as on Reelfoot lake.^^ The question of the 
screw-cutter coming was soon settled, and it wa^ 
agreed that Jack should hitch up a team and return 
with him that evening, and more his family over 
immediately. . The screW-cutt^r remarked that two 
horses and a light wagon would be suflScient, as his 
wife constituted the heaviest part of his household 
goods. It was so. Old Jack returned iti the after- 
noon of the next day, bringing the screw-cutter and 
all of his earthly possessions, consisting of wife and 
two babies, and but little else besides the scanty bed 
upon which they slept, and they were as happy as 
if they had rosewood and mahogany, damask and 
satin. Young and healthy, they lived in and for 
one another. Without doubt my recollection pic- 
tures her the handsomest looking woman, for her 
flesh and size, I ever saw — tall, above the aver- 
age height of woman, and remarkably well-shaped 
and fleshy. Two hundred pounds was her ordinary 
weight. Her features were faultless, and her com- 
plexion as delicate as a rose-leaf. Her two babies 
were as fat and beautiful as herself. My mother 
thought her a sweet woman, and became quite fohd 
of her. She, like her husband, was intelligent and 
interesting in conversation, and, like him, the'wild- 
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woods was het delight. The screw-ctitter pushed hid 
screw-cutting work on rapidly, so as to gei into the 
woods. He proved to be. an excellent workman, and 
my fathet built him a house near the mill, where he 
-lived several years, rendering himself serviceable 
when called upon. During the bear-huntiug sea- 
son he Was for the most part in the woods with his 
rifle and two dogs. His house was never clear of 
bear-bacon. The screw and press being finished, 
the mill and gin going, an appointment was made 
for a big bear-hunt, to begin at the Big Hurricane, 
some eight miles up the river, and hunt down* The 
coming among us of the model bear-hunter, with 
his two well-trained dogs, Caesar and Bess, excited 
the amateur hunters of tibe settlement to go into a 
hunt with him, and see his famous dogs handle a 
bear. The time fixed to go into the hunt was to be 
a week before Christmas, and to end New- Year's 
day* 

There were but few expert bear-hunters in the 
settlement Among them, and perhaps the best, 
was Cary Estes. His elder brother, Captain Albert, 
was an expert hunter also, but had not the passion 
for it that Cary had. Both of them had a pack of 
well-trained bear-dogs. Pendleton Gaines, famil- 
iarly known as "Pet," was a good hunter; so was 
h^s brother Ab, but he was fat, and fond of his 
ease, and couldn't last on a big run. Steptoe John- 
son was always ready to go into a hunt, but was 
never up to the ^'killing." I had grown large and 
strong enough to shoot "oft-hand" with a rifle, and 
had killed my bear, a four-hundred-and-sixty -pound 
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one, at that, when lean in fleeh, and had eiicoeeded 
to the « little rifle." 

I may be pardoned for giving a brief account of 
my " first killing," before going into the big hunt. 
It was a part of my assigned duty to drive the cows 
up every evening. Sometimes I rode— oftener I 
did not, and when going on foot, my next younger 
brother went with me. I mentioned that I had suc- 
ceeded to the " little rifle," and she was ever on my 
shoulder when in the woods. I had a little Scotch 
bull terrier — Tasso. Tasso was my constant com- 
panion during daylight; he went with me, of course. 
We set off early in the afternoon, on one of the last 
days in August. The cows were in the habit of 
feeding a mile or more away from the house. Their 
fevorite grazing was on the walnut level, a level 
bench of land oh the Hatchie Bottom, where the 
wild pea most abounded. It was free from under- 
growth, and thickly studded with walnut, hickory 
and ash.'. This lovely bench of land bordered on 
the Big Slough, where commenced an almost im- 
penetrable canebrake, extending into the river, some 
half mile off. We fouud the cows where expected. 
A familiar whoop started them homeward, the old 
"bell cow" taking the lead. The sun was then an 
hour high, and we stalked around on the Big Slough 
for a little hunt. We had gone but a short distance 
when, passing around the lap of a large fallen tree, 
a yearling deer sprang out, scampered off some forty 
yards, and stopped by a large clay-root. The barrel 
of the "little rifle" was ready and leveled upon the 
little fellow in an instant. Upon his bringing a halt, 
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the fiharp crack of the rifle startled the hooting owl, 
and with it came the shrill, distressing bleat of the 
fawn. I had shot too far back, breaking him down 
in the loins. Its bleating was most distressing. I 
had heard old hunters say that wild beasts of prey 
would come to the bleating of a fawn as far as they 
• could hear it. Our proximity to the known haunts 
of the bear and the panther instantly aroused my 
fears, and I fell to reloading my rifle. I had not 
more than got the charge of powder to the muzzle, 
when a startling crash and cracking of the cane was 
heard across the slough. Before I had time to patch 
my bullet, we hear,d a plunge into the water, and 
the next moment a monster bear came up the bank 
of the slough, making his way to where the fawn 
was bleating. Jasso had by this time slipped from 
us, and reached the fawn simultaneously with the 
bear, disputing his right to interfere. In the mean 
time the fawn had worked his way behind the clay- 
root, from where we were standing, and out of our 
view. Tasso and the monster were engaging one 
another over the little deer, which continued its 
bleatiujg^. Soon we heard the brave little dog squall 
out, as though he had received a death-blow. He 
ceased barking, and my fears were that it was " up 
with him." I ran down a naked bullet, and went 
on the double-quick, under cover of the large clay- 
root, to my little dog's relief. Reaching the spot I 
mounted the log, which brought my head and shoul- 
ders above the clay-root. The fawn had crawled 
some distance from the two contending hosts. Tasso 
was in the folds of the bear's huge arms, grappling 
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with all his might under the throat of the monstery 
which was doing his best to hug— to squeeze the 
little fellow to death. His size alone saved him 
from having every bone in his little body crushed. 
Fretted so by Tasso, he had not discovered me, then 
within ten feet of him. I surveyed th^ situation, so 
as not to endanger my little dog's life by an un- * 
lucky shot, not being able, from his position, and 
the constant motion of his head, to put a bullet in 
the burr of his ear. Old bruin sat square upon his 
broad haunches, with his back to me. I aimed well, 
and put a ball through his loins, over the region of 
the kidneys, sprawling the monster his full length 
upon the ground, and Tasso was saved. Reloading, 
1 sent a bullet through his brain, ending his misery. 
I had expected to find my little dog badly hurt, and 
was greatly delighted to find that he was only bitten 
through the ball of one of his fore feet, carrying 
away a couple of his toes. My brother, who had 
been a quiet looker-on, had taken charge of the 
little deer, which kept up its bleating until relieved 
by the hunting-knife. 

. The sun had gone down— it was growing dark inr 
the bottom, and we were* a mile and a half away 
from home. The fawn we could have carried, but 
there lay stretched out a monster bear, which, had 
it been fat, would have weighed six or more hun- 
dred pounds. It was my first bear, too. I felt that 
I could build np a fire and spend the night with 
him — would have done so, rather than leave him, so 
proud was I of my ^^Jirst MUng.^* I commenced 
blowing my born— (every one, in those days, who 
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went into the woods, carried a blowing horn, and 
iione could blow a horn. better than "we boys"). I 
continued to blow it at intervals, knowing it would 
soon be answered by the big horn iirom home. In 
the mean time we struck fire. To strike fire, in the 
days of flint locks, was an easy niatter. Sharpen a 
stick, force it tight into the touch-hole, fill the pan 
with powder, and you could strike fire without en- 
dangering the "going-off" of your gun. We put 
fire to the tree-cap, and the leaves, being dry, and 
still clinging to the limbs, the lurid fiames went 
high in the tree-tops, lighting up the woods for a 
hundred or mor6 yards around. Slowing again, we 
were answered by the big horn. My father, fol- 
lowed by old Jack, soon rode up, inquiring what 
was the matter. Pointing to my first " killing," the 
matter fully explained itself. The bright light from 
the tfee-top exposed to view the black monster and 
the innocent little deer, with its spots not yet passed 
ofl'. The matter of the killing being explained to 
my father, he turned to Jack and gave him the order 
to return home in haste and tell Jim to hitch one 
yoke of his oxen to the fore-wheels of the wagon 
which he had been using during the day in hauling 
house-logs, and come with quick haste down the 
river road to a certain big log, and turn into the 
walnut lev§l, bringing several of the men with him. 
Within a short hour Jim, with Bright and Darling 
yoked to the fore-wheels of the wagon, was making 
his way through the open woods to where we were. 
In another hour we were at home with my first 
" killing," and I was the recipient of all sorts of flat- 
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teriiig remarks and comments from mother, broth- 
ers, and all the darkies. From that day I was 
numbered among the bear-hunters. I had often 
been alcfng with the hunters — ^followed up the chase 
and witnessed the killing, but this was my first 
killing. The circumstances of the killing were re- 
counted to the screw-cutter. His comments and 
remarks as to my manner and coolness displayed, 
filled me almost to bursting with self-importance, 
and I became his favorite hunting companion. I 
remember well that wakeful night. My young 
thoughts lingered and hovered around that clay- 
root all night. The pitiful bleating of the fawn; 
the startling crash and cracking of the cane, as the 
monster bear came ruehing through it; the piercing 
squall of my little Tasso; the great bear sitting 
upon his broad haunches, with the brave little dog 
in the folds of his huge arms, and the little fellow 
grappling him under his throat, were scenes fresh 
with me all night, whether awake or dreaming. 

Pardon me, reader, for keeping you out of the 
big hunt so long. We will go into it in the next 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Big Bear- Hunt — Temple, the Model Bear-Hunter, and His 
Dogs Ccesar and Bess — The Big Hurricane — Numerous 
Bear Killings — Encounter with a Panther — Roosting Wild 
Turkeys — Camp Life in the Woods — The Locked Buck 
Horns — The Beer Lick Slosh — The Big Hear — The 
Killing — Camp Stories and Anecdotes — 2%e Last Lay's 
Hunt and the Last Killing. 

Now, reader, we are ready for the big bear-hunt. 
Already a month has elapsad since it was talked 
about. Temple was loth to go into it. An old and 
experienced hunter, owning two of the best trained 
and most valuable dogs in the Big Hatchie country, 
and fearing, from the inexperienced and often reck- 
less shooting, that they would as likely be the victims 
of the shots as the bear, it was not surprising that 
he should feel a reluctance in joining in the hunt. 
He promised to go in, however, and was true to his 
word; beside, he was curious to know something of 
the Big Hurricane. Tuesday before Christmas 
was the day appointed to meet; the place of ren- 
dezvous, at a point named near the Big Hurricane, 
ten or more miles up the river. Tt was understood 
that every hunter take with him a man-servant, 
except Temple. My father declined going, but 
promised to join in if the hunt should extend down 
in his hunting-ground, Steptoe woukVnt go unless 
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my father went; beside, he was getting old, and his 
old gray mare was lean in flesh. The signs, as to 
the weather, were favorable. We had had a dry 
winter up to that time, and the bottom was right for 
a good run. 

Temple and myself set oflF, as socwi as we could 
see, to follow a blind trail leading up the bottom, 
followed by old Jack. Our bourse led through 
good hunting woods. I suggested to Temple that 
he had better " yoke his dogs ; they might strike a 
fresh scent, which might delay our reaching the 
ground at the appointed time." "Oh, no, they 
wait for the word to ' go in.' I shalL certainly not 
give it to them." Jogging along single file, at a 
six-mile pace, we soon reached Big Creek, Finding 
an easy ford, we crossed without difficulty, hurrying 
on to the Big Lagoon, where we encountered diffi- 
culty in finding a crossing. It is an ugly, muddjr 
stream, with a miry bottom. Turning up it, we 
came to a shallow ford. The opposite bank pre- 
sented a high bluff; we crossed, however, riding 
near the water's edge until reaching an abrupt bend, 
where the bluft* terminated. ThQ banks of the 
lagoon, from which we crossed, was thickly studded 
with tall cane, the tops bending down to the water's 
edge. Coming to the abrupt bend. Temple, who was 
ridingbefore, reined up his horse, and pointing up the 
lagoon, remarked, in a low tone of voice : " What a 
pity! what a pity! Old fellow, we must hands 
off; it will never do to draw blood before we get 
together and organize." The object of his remarks 
was a huge bear, in the act of lapping water, stand- • 
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ing on the margin of the stream, on the opposite 
bank, broadside toward us, and within easy rifle 
range. He raised his great head, and deliberately 
viewed us, seemingly unconcerned — a most tempt- 
'ing shot. Caesar and Bess were not slow in dis- 
covering him. With a fixed gaze, the hair dowft 
their backs standing at an angle of forty-five 
degrees, they looked up at their master now and 
then for the word to " go in." I begged for a shot. 
Temple replied : " No; it will not do; it is a pity to 
J)aes him, but it must be so. We will get him this 
evening or to-morrow. He is housed up not an 
hundred yards from where he is taking water. Lets 
go." Turning to the right, up the bank, we went on 
our way in the direction of the Big Hurricane, then 
two or more miles away. Reaching the vicinity of 
the place where we were to meet, Temple blew his 
horn ; it was answered, and we soon joined Gary 
and Captain Albert. Pet and Ab had not yet 
arrived. They were soon up, atld all dismounted 
for a talk. Six hunters were present, including my 
little self. The Captain and Cary were comparative 
strangers to Temple, Cary was regarded as the 
most experienced and expert hunter present, and 
specially familiar with the Big Hurricane and its 
surroundings. Earnest in speech, more truthful 
aftd reliable than is common to hunters, ho was 
expected to open the subject of organizing the 
hunt. Addressing himself to Temple, he said : 

"Well, Mr. Temple, we have appointed this hunt 
that we might have the pleasure of having you with 
us, and to see your celebrated dogs handle a bear. 
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Your celebrity as a bear-hunter is kuown to us. We 
have come prepared for several days' hunt, if it 
should prove agreeable. Though a young man, 
and a comparative young hunter, I have found, by 
experience, that to hunt bear properly and success- 
fully, where there is more than one hunter in the 
hunt, it is best that we be perfectly agreed as to 
the order and rules that should govern us. I pro- 
pose, therefore, Mr. Temple, that you suggest the 
rules that shall govern us in the hunt." Temple 
spoke slowly and distinctly, approving heartily what 
had been said, remarking further, that it had 
been his misfortune to have drawn out of hunts for 
the lack of order and a good understanding. "I 
make it a rule for instance, that when a ^ start' is 
made, if any of the hunters should halloo out to 
encourage the dogs, I call mine oft' and quit. It is 
also a rule with me, that if any of the hunters should, 
by accident or reckless shooting, wound or kill a 
dog, I draw out and take my dogs, or he is required 
to do so. I have noticed that the over anxious, 
hasty hunter, is more apt to scare the bear than 
kill him, and as often shoots a dog, when in a close 
fight, as the bear. My dogs are trained to stay 
with me until I give them the word to go. They 
fight close — too close sometimes — ^when the bear is 
wounded. When hunting alone,I never have to shoot 
the second time. I have trained them to hold a 
bear at bay, at the risk of getting scratched. When 
I think he aims to make a big run, I let the slut go 
in; otherwise I keep her with me. The dog is 
usually enough to hold any bear in cheek until I 
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get up. Neither of then give ^ mouth,' when on a 
* run. ' When ' up/ they take him above the elbow of 
the fore-arm, until they bring him to a * stop,' then 
they bark a few minutes, and wait for my coming. 
K I am not up soon, they give * jnouth ' again. The 
few rules which are known to all good bear-hunters 
being observed, we will have a pleasant and agreeable 
hunt. I should have mentioned that no dog should 
be allowed in the hunt that will run a deer or any- 
thing else but a bear or panther." 

Temple's suggestions were heartily agreed to, and 
the hunt was organized, Gary being chosen leader. 
Captain Albert and Ab,with three of the negroes, 
went to select a suitable place to camp, on a small 
branch running into the lagoon, a short distance 
below. Gary, Pet, Temple and myself filed off for 
a short hunt. Temple had related the circumstance 
of our having seen the bear in crossing the lagoon. 
It was agreed that we go and take him, remarking 
that he knew pretty much his run. .We were soon 
on the bluff overlooking the dense cane-brake in 
which he was ** housed." Gary suggested that he 
knew a good crossing a half mile above; that he 
and Pet would go up and cross, and come down the 
lagoon, outside of the thick cane, which would 
insure his ti^ng down the stream, or crossing it, 
about where we saw him taking water; that we 
remain on the bluff until the ." start," when we could 
determine his movements. "You can put your 
dogs in, Mr. Temple, when you think it best." 
Gary and Pet rode away. Temple and myself 
renudned on the high bluff. Seating ourselves 
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tipon a large log, we quietly intereeted oufselv^a 
noticing the movements of Cfiesar and Bess. They 
took their stand on the brink of the bluff, gazing 
across the lagoon in the sirpposed direction where 
the bear was *^ housed,'' throwing their beads ©ne 
side now and then, to catch the first sonnd that 
should come across from the hunters or dogs. 
Temple, pointing to an opening in the dense forest 
that overshadowed the cane-brake, remarked: 

"I'll bet Caesar's ears that he is 'housed up' 
among the old logs in that opening, where the cane 
is thickest." 

He had hardly finished speaking, when the dogs 
hroke out in a fierce bay at the rery place. 

"There he is now; hold! The whole pack i» 
upon him." 

Caesar and Bess stood trembling, looking around 
every moment for their master to say "go." 

"Bless me!" says Temple, **what mouths! That 
fuss ought to start the devil himself from his den. 
Hark! we will soon hear a shot! Notice the lull in 
the dog's baying. The hunters are close up." 

In a moment the sharp crack of the rifle rang 
through the woods, followed by the crash of the 
cane. 

'^Bad shot He is out, now, for a big run. The 
dogs can't hold him in that thick cane. He aims ta 
go down. Let's be off." 

Down under the bluff we went, crossing at the 
same place where we had crossed in the morning. 
Ascending the opposite bank, we immediately passed 
into an open gfede, running out for a hxmdred or more 
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yards. The bear and dogs, judging from their course 
as indicated by the sounds, would pass through the 
glade. The dogs were making a desperate effort to 
hold him in the cane. Just then a yearling bear 
came dashing out of the cane from the direction oi 
the dogs, entering the glade near ns. 

" Don't shoot ! " said Temple. 

He gave the word to C®sar and Bess to " Take ! " 
In less than sixty yard's run they overhauled him. 
When we got up, they had him snatched. Temple 
drew out his long knife and dispatched him. By 
this time the big bear entered the glade, passing 
within forty yards of us. The, pack were up with 
him. As he cleared the cane he made am opening 
of several yards between himself and the hounds, 
when Caesar and Bess were told to "go in.'' Mak- 
ing their best run, they brought him to a " stop " aa 
he was about entering the cane on the opposite side 
of the glade. 

"Take your time, hunters, he will go no further," 
said Temple, as we joined Cary and Pet, in pursuit, 
on a big run. 

They brought a halt, and we closed in upon the 
exciting scene, taking our time. Reaching within 
safe shooting distance, Cary said to Temple, " Give 
him the first shot." 

"No,'' says Temple; "let him who shot first try it 
again." 

The bear was making a desperate effort to get 
away, the dogs fighting him close. Caesar and Bess 
were dividing their strength on either side of him, 
both fast hold of his arms aboVe the hock or elbow, 
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bringing him now and then upon his knees, and the 
half-hounds pinching him close in behind. Bear 
was never worried more. Pet stood with his rifle 
leveled. It being his second shot, he wanted it to 
be a death-shot. Temple's dogs completely covered 
his sides with their bodies ; his head was in constant 
motion, swinging and snapping, first one side and 
then the other, and it was next to impossible to put 
his bullet in his brain. Pet, already worried from 
intense excitement, approached nearer, but was still 
unable to find a safe place to put his bullet with 
telling effect. In the meantime, the dogs pressed 
the old fellow so hard, in his madness hp rose upon 
his hind legs, and, making a desperate effort to rid 
himself of the dogs, made a surprising leap, reach- 
ing a tree standing near, carrying Bess up with him. 
Temple's quick eye discovered her peril, and sent a 
well-aimed ball under the burr of the monster's ear 
before he had got more than fifteen feet from the 
ground, his slut still holding her grip. The bear 
fell, falling upon her. Temple was soon to her re- 
lief, rolling the monster off of her. She was none 
the worse off, however, for her tall. The dogs gath- 
ered around him, pinching him, now and then, to 
see if he was dead. The hunters stood around in 
gleeful delight, remarking upon the fight and the 
dexterous skill of Csesar and Bess in handling a bear. 
"It surpasses anything I have ever witnessed in 
all my bear-hunting career. Your dogs, Mr. Temple, 
surpass even what I had expected of them. Were 
they mine, I would value them above the price of a 
small plantation." 
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"Tee/* said Temple, ^they have bdti&ved very 
well in this fight I was fearful that Bess would 
be hard to satisfy. I seldom let her go ia upon a 
woanded bear. Beside, she and the dog had just 
drawn their tefetii out of a yeifcrling bear when I let 
them in this fight." 

"A yearling bear!" said Cary; "when, and 
whiere?" 

" Less than two hundred yards out yonder in the 
^ash you.will find a yearling bear stretched out On 
the ground. As we crossed tide lagoon and entered 
the opening the little fellow csane dashing ont of 
the cane, scared up by yonder dogs. I told my dogs 
to 'take,^ and in a few jumps they overhauled 
him. When we got up they had the little fellow 
stretched out on the ground. I knifed him, leaving 
him as he lay, and told the dogs to go in this fight, 
and joined you and friend Bet, as we did." 

Turning to me he asked if I would go with 
the boys (a couple of them had just come up) and 
have him dragged up, and we would butcher them 
both on^the same ground. The yearling was soon 
laying beside the monster. 

I will mention here that a bear less than a year 

old is called a " cub." The cubs gang with their 

dam until they are a year old ; they then take to 

themselves, and are called yearlings until they are 

two years old. Parturition with the bear generally 

takes place in February. The yearling knifed by 

Temple was about twenty-one months old. Pet was 

examining the bear for signs of his bullet-hole. 

"You must have missed him," said Cary. 
5 
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** Well, I reckon I did, as I can't find any biiUet- 
hole except the one in his head. The cane was very 
thick between him and me when I fired. My ball 
most have struck one and turned." 

"Well, we had as well commence taking off the 
old fellow's hide," saya Cary. "Come, boys, out 
with your knives." 

Taking hold of one of his great paws, he re^ 
marked : 

" Old fel, you have made your last run.. I have 
had this old bear on a good many runs, Mr. 
Temple ; he is an old acquaintance in these woods. 
Had he have gotten to the Big Hurricane, where he 
was aiming to go, it would have been a sore thing 
to have gotten him out. We may thank your dogs 
for his hide this fiwi^." 

His hide was soon o& Pet examined again, but 
couldn't find his bullet-hole. Quartered and packed, 
Cary took from behind his saddle a cord carried for 
such purposes, cut a slit through the under jaw of 
the yearling into his mouth, noosed the cord around 
his neck, passing the end through the slit into 
his mouth, and made it fast to his horse's tail. 
Spreading the little fellow upon his belly, it was 
announced that we were ready for the camp. Start- 
ing off down the lagoon, remarking that we would 
find an easy crossing below, we all followed, with 
prospects of a tender bear-steak for supper. It was 
surprising to see with what ease the little bear was 
cordelled over logs and rough places. Remarking 
upon it, Cary said it was the way he took most of 
his bear home ; that he " had frequently catried a 
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ihreeJiundred-and-fifly-pound bear six or eight 
miles home, tied to his horse's tail." 

We soon reached the camp, admirably located iot 
a sort of winter quarters. The boys had a blazing, 
hot hickory fire ready for us. Night was hedging 
in fast, and Pete, the leading butcher (the Captain's 
servant), was told to hurry up; that steaks were 
wanted from the yearling for supper. Ab was a 
sort of heg,d steward in camp. His looks and pro- 
portions had marked him out for one — fat, and 
fond of good eating himself. Only too fond of 
good whisky — any kind of whisky — he groaned 
heavily when the article was ruled out of camp. The 
yearling -s steaks were ready for the pan, tender as a 
kid, and his fat ribs just right for roasting. Bread, 
potatoes and salt were all that was brought into camp* 
For meat we depended upon the woods. The Cap* 
tain was not in camp. Inquiry was made after him. 
Pete said that he had gone to "roost" a gang of 
wild turkies, and would be back soon. 

Cary remarked: "Yes; I hiave known him to 
spend night after night after turkies. Getting into 
a gang, he would keep on shooting until he had the 
last one of them." 

Just then the Captain came in, very quiet in hiB 
movement. He carefully put away his gun. It was 
cold, and he looked it. Squaring himself down upon 
a bear-skin, all waited for him to give an account of 
his movements, or for some one to question him as 
to what he had done. He finally broke the silence. 

" Well, I see you have brought in plenty of meat 
Good luck for a short hunt^ 
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"Yes/' said Cary, "we not only had'luok^ but 
tnore fun and excitement tban is usual in a short 
kuut/' then recounting the fhll particulars, as they 
occurred. 

"I was satisfied, when I saw Mr. Tiemple's dogs, 
that they were all right. I hope to have the pleaa- 
ure of seeing them in a fight to-morrow. Seeing a 
large gang of turkies make off toward the bottom, 
as we were fixing to pitch camp here, I concluded 
that I would go and roost them. Large gang of £»t 
gobblers ! Pete, we will go after them as soon as 
the moon gets above the trees." (The moon was 
then in her second quarter, and had risen.) 

" Yes, sir, Pete will be with Mars Albert when he 
goes! Now, come and eat. Mars Albert They 
have all eaten, and here is a panfuU of nice, tender 
bear-steak. Come while it's hot" 

The Captain responded to Pete's invitation, Tho 
moon being in the right position for the C^^tain to 
"go for" his turkies, started, followed by Pete. Ko 
one was invited to go with him. He had been gone 
but a short while when we heard him shoot Boon 
he shot again, and again, until we counted aevea 
shots within a short hour. By eleven he and Pete 
were back, loaded*^ Pete had four, and the Captain 
two. Throwing down his six fat gobblers^tihe Cap^ 
tain remarked that he had killed the seventh,, bu^t 
that it fell across the lagoon. 

"Pete," says he, "you mi^t go after that turkey 
in the morning; do you hear?" 

**Ye&, Mars Albert Pete hears, and he gwine 
after him in the morniifg, be sure that I will/'' 
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Adjusting ourselves around the fire^with our heads 
pillowed on saddlcis, we slept till early morning. Our 
first morning in the woods, we were up before day, 
talking over the hunt before us. We were to hunt 
the Big Hurricane. Guns had been shot off, wiped 
out, reloaded and freshly primed. The. gray streaks 
of the early morn indicated a sunshiny day. The 
sun was not yet up, and we had not eaten breakfast. 
The ribs were roasting and the steaks frying. While 
waiting, Temple remarked to Gary that he would like 
to know something nxore of the Big Hurricane — 
enough to enable him to get out of it if he should 
get in. 

"Well," said Gary, "it is a mile or so above us, on 
the river. The river touches it, or it touches the 
river, in two places., about a quarter of a mile from 
where we will strike it, and again at its extreme 
upper end. It is about a mile and a half — perhaps 
more — -long, and about one-third as wide. The river 
le^aves it where it first strikes it as we go up, making 
a big bend. This bend takes in, perhaps, as much 
as three hundred acres — is, for the most part, over- 
flowed land, mostly open; fine hunting woods. 
Where the bend elbows it is high, dry land, and 
19 forrned into an island by the river making a cut- 
9ff in high water. This island is a thick canebrake. 
The Hurricaue will best describe itself when you 
see it and go into it. I will say, however, that there 
is not an original tree in it. All were blown down 
or topped off by the tornado that passed oyer 
it ; when, no one knows. From the appearance of 
the undergrowth, it must haye been ages ago. Near 
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the river it is thick cane; the middle and outer por- 
tion, every variety of scrubby undergrowth, filled 
up with briers. Except for the rotting out of the 
old fallen trees, or logs — many, however, are yet in 
a sound state of preservation — egress into, or out of 
it, would be impossible. The wild beasts and var- 
mints that have made it their haunts and homes for 
ages, have made many of .these narrow openings 
smooth and hard by their frequent travels. It is 
just the thickest thicket you were ever in, Mr. Tem- 
ple; but you will know more of it, before evening. 
Pete has announced breakfast. Let's eat and be off." 

'^ Well," said Temple, "I feel that I have already 
been in it, from your description. It's no place to 
hunt bear. But to gratify a curiosity I have, I 
would, as a bear-hunter, turn my face from it." 

"And so would I. As a hunter, I fully agree with 
you. , 1 have lost more time, and had more dogs 
killed, and lost more game in it, than anywhere else. 
My object in wishing you to join us up here was to 
take, if possible, an old bear that has worried us and 
our dogs for more than three seasons, and carries in 
his huge body more than a half dozen bullets out of 
my rifle. We have followed him on a run from the 
Hurricane to the mouth of Cane creek, more than 
fifteen miles, and back, in the same day, losing him 
in the Hurricane. He is a monster, and it is worth 
a week's hunt to take him." 

" Well, we will try, to-day." 

" Come," sadi Gary, " let's go." 

We were all off for the Big Hurricane, on foot, of 
course. A short half hour brought us to the high 
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bluff where the Hurricane reaches the river. It be- 
came so thick and impenetrable that we were forced 
to wind our way down to the water's edge and clam- 
ber under the bluff until we reached the bend in the 
river where it leaves the Hurricane. We had not 
more than gotten in the open bottom when the dogs 
gave evidence that a bear or a panther was about 
"Old Start" raised his smellersj and with stiffening 
tail he went off up the river in the bend, followed 
by the other half-hounds. They were soon on a 
running trail. Our sprightly young leader seemed 
impressed with the same spirit that animated the 
dogs. Hastily telling Temple to follow him, and 
the rest to string out along the Hurricane, he was 
. off, following the dogs» We strung out as directed. 
The Captain, being a quick and fast runner, he was 
off. I kept close up with him, Pet and Ab behind. 
We could hear the increased cry of the dogs as we 
ran. Making a couple of hundred yards or more, 
the Captain halted, to get a better ear of the move- 
ments of the dogs, when we discovered that they 
were on a full run, in full cry, coming in the direc- 
tion of the Hurricane, aiming to pass in above us. 
We moved up a little and waited. The Captain 
remarked that we would hardly reach the jungle 
before the dogs would bring the animal to a stop. 
"Bless me, what music." Fourteen dogs in full cry, 
soon in the morning, clear as a bell, not a breeze to 
disturb sound, in the open wood, and the pack in 
full, excited cry, was music most ravishing to the 
hunter's ear. On they come! Now we see him! 
He is a monster of hi& kind, black, burly, and fero- 
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ciouB-looking, running Btraigtt as an arrow toward 
us. Now the dogs gain on him — he is making his 
best run — running for dear life. Caesar leads — 
leaves the pack, and is fast gaining on him, ^ving 
no mouth. He runs straight and swift, as if accel- 
erated by electric force ! He is Upon him ! The yellow 
is in contrast with the black! fie takes him by th6 
fore-arm! His run is broken! He stops him, and 
the pack is upon him! feless me, hoiv intensely 
exciting ! Let's go tip atid fetjoj; the Aght ! The 
Captam and myself inoved up. The scene was so 
exciting that we were in no turiy to dispatch hiriu 
Approaching nearer, the bear discovered us, and 
made a desperate pTung^ to ^ie't away. H(b had 
made but few bounds before Crosar brought him to 
a stop again, when the half-hounds fought more 
vigorously, pinching him wherever they could get a 
hold. The bear was getting despera;te, and the fight 
hot — ^*^ too hot,'* said the Captain. " Some of the 
dogs will get hurt. Shoot him ! '* 

I replied that it was a dangerous place to shoot 
into; that he was more Experienced, and for him to 
shoot, and shoot quick. He still insisted that I 
shoot first. Not hesitating again, for I had become 
all anxious to shoot, I appipoached within ten feet 
and watched my opportunity for the dogs to make 
an opening. It soon offered, and I fired, piitting 
my ball in the i*egion o? his heart. In an instant he 
swung his great head around, biting at the place 
where the bullet had stung him, when the Captain 
fired, lodging a ball in his brain, abruptly terminat- 
ing one of the most interesting and exciting bear- 
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fights it was ever hunter's lot to witness. The 
hunters were all up at the killing. Temple re- 
marked that the Captaiu and myself had had sport 
enough for one day. 

"Yes," said Gary, "but we have something on 
hand likely to be a little more exciting. Mr. Tem- 
ple and I have agreed to have a little ugly fun after 
a panther. We can take him in less ^ than thirty 
ijninutes, unless he has already hurried himself into 
the Hurricane. We saw his tracks as we were crossing 
a wet slash, a couple of hundred yards back. He 
had just passed. Bess was anxious to "go for" him. 
Just then Pete, Joe and Jack came in on a lope. 
They had been instructed to pass up on the outer 
side of the Hurricane, come around through the pass- 
able wood, and join us in the bottom. They had 
heard the dogs and our firing, which hurried them 
on. Leaving the dead bear in their charge, we went 
for the panther. Gary gave instructions that the 
hunters, excepting Temple, should hold a position 
between the dogs and the hurricane. He and Tem- 
pleton moved off. to where they had seen the fresh 
sign. Reaching the place, the half-hounds went off 
on a running trail up the river, which put the Cap- 
tain, Pet, Ab and myself on a run to keep between 
them and the Hurricane. The Captain ahead, run- 
ning perhaps a quarter, the dogs were discovered to 
be going from us in the direction of an island in 
the elbow, made by the cut-oft'. The Captain sug- 
gested that we pursue them. In a big run we went 
until reaching the cut-off, where we halted to learn 
the situation. Gary and Temple had just crossed 
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the cut-oflf (it was then diy) and were entering the 
thick cane in the direction of the dogs. They had 
treed him, and the Captain's quick eye was not lon^ 
in discovering him. He said to us standing near: 

" See that fallen tree lodged in the fork of that 
hig white oak; look in the fork and you will see 
him crouched upon the fallen tree, with his' head 
toward the root." 

"Yes, we see him! we see him!" we exclaimed. 

The Captain was making ready to shoot, when 
Ah said : 

"But, Cap., he is in an ugly fix there for a good 
shot, and he is more than a hundred yards ofi^— a 
long shot." 

"Yes; hut if we go further we can't see him for 
the cane. See him drawing himself up, making 
ready to spring; he sees the hunters and is either 
aiming to spring upon one of them or leave," said 
the Captain, leveling his rifle upon him. 

"With a steady and unerring aim he fired. The 
panther made a marvelous leap in the direction of 
the root of the fallen tree. Not a sound except the 
sharp ring of the rifle and the echo disturbed the 
stillness for more than a minute, when a dog squalled, 
then another, and another, and then the dull report 
of a rifle. The panther had discovered Temple and 
Cary as they reached the opening in the cane made 
hy a fallen tree, but the thick cane overhead pre- 
vented them from seeing him. The Captain's quick 
eye in seeing him making ready for the spring, and 
instant shot, was most opportune. The panther fell 
short of his aim and the dogs covered him; rising 
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he dealt death and pain with his great paws, killing 
otie dog outright and wounded two others severely. 
The thick cane and the sharp fight with the dogs 
prevented Temple and Gary from shooting. Making 
havoc among the dogs, he got hold of Bess; sYib 
was grappling under his broad throat, when Temple 
went to her relief with his knife. Letting Bess go, 
the monster furiously attacked Temple. Fearfully 
grappling him, with one of his heavy paws fiu3t upon 
his left shoulder, the other around his body pinning 
his right fast, he was making a furious effort to 
stretch his broad jaws across his right shoulder close 
up to his neck. Temple, staggering back under 
the weight and desperate attack of the infuriated 
panther, was in a perilous situation. Cary, quickly 
as possible, was to. his relief. Putting the muzzle 
of his rifle against the body of the panther over the 
region of the heart he fired, killing him instantly. 
In the mean time Temple had extricated his right 
arm from the folds of the panther, and, simultane- 
ously with Gary's shot, sent his knife up to the hilt 
into his vitals. 

Gary went to work examining Temple, thinking 
it miraculous if he was not seriously hurt. Finding 
blood upon his shoulder and on his shirt collar, he 
was insisting upon his stripping off for a better 
examination, when the Gaptain, the Gaines and my- 
self came up. Temple was protesting against being 
hurt at all— only scratched a little. His leather 
blouse, lined with dressed buckskin, with other 
leather strappings, had protected him from the long 
claws of the panther. 
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The Captain, «tooplDg down examimng for ids 
bultet-bole, remarked that he had only broken his 
lower jaw; that the diotaoce he had shot was greater 
than he had expected, as his ball had fallen three 
inches. His aim was to lodge his bnllet in his bBaaii, 
but it fell beloir its aim. This discovery fnllj ez- 
plmned why Temple's shoulder and neck was not 
crushed and mangled by the monster's jaws, and 
accounted for his being stained with blood. 

^ Well, Mr. Leader," oaid Ab, addressing himself 
to Gary, ^I guess you are satisfied now with what 
you call ^ a little ugly fun.' Our friend has made a 
miraculous escape." 

" Yes," said Gary, " we are satisfied. We loiew it 
was a little out of our line, but it was tempting, and 
we Gfleme near paying well for it." 

^^ What will we do with him?" asked the Gaptain. 
"Blow for flie boys, or drag him to where tiiey are ? " 

"Just as you all may say," said Gary. 

" Drag him, of course," remarked Ab, and suitiag 
his acti(m to his words, he soon had a vine ready 
and noosed around his neck, and we moved to where 
Pete and his companions were butchering the bear. 

"Pete," said the Gaptain, "skin him carefully; it's 
my hide" (the first blood always took the hide). 

Leaving Pete and his companioiis butchering the 
bear and skinning the panther, the hunters moved 
off to hunt the Big Hurricane. It was then in the 
early forenoon, the right time of the day to go in. 
Reaching a deep wash, where it debouched into the 
open bottom, Gary brought a halt, and said : 

" Now, Mr. Temple, here is what I call the mouth 
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of tj^ * Ckjr Gaft ; ' it b^jda upiu apd dr^ipa a.wet 
slash in the heart of the Hurricane. It is dry ctow, 
and we can walk ^p it. I call it t^ie ^G]#y (Jut/ 
beoaose it is washed out to th^ clay. It ba«., m you 
066^ a hard clay bol^tom.^' 

The hunters parted up it, single £le, to ihnnt £00** 
ihe ojidest bear inhabit^at of the woods. It had 
washed out six or eight feet de^ep. Winding up 
through the jungle, egress to pr from it could only 
be ^ade through the naarrow openiOigs made by th,e 
rotting out of the old logs ; the trails were arched 
over by cane and vines; frequently small runs c^ma 
into it, and we saw not the sun uiitil we .reached th,e 
slash. 

Breaching the slash we halted to rest, when Cary 
remarked that he had been there only once. " It 
was," said he, "la«t Ifoveinber a year ago. Upon 
reaching the spot where we now are, I saw two large 
bucks with their horns locked; they seamed to be 
exhausted; and one was upon his knees. I shot the 
one stitnding, and killed the other with my kn^ff . 
As I shot I saw a large panther move slowly away 
from near where they were standing, the sanae, mo«t 
likely, we killed this morning; he was doubtless 
waiting to make his supper out of one of them, as 
he did, for I left them, not being able to take them 
away. They may have been locked together a day 
or more, judging from the manner in which the 
ground was torn up. They were the largest bucks 
I ever saw; you will say they are the largest deer 
horns you ever saw. I defy any one to pull them 
^airt without brefJdng off a peg. We will go and 
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find them; the panther certidnly did not eat np the 
horns/* 

We went in search of the horns, but, reaching 
the spot where they were expected to be found, they 
were not there. Gary looked a little confounded, 
so certain was he of finding them where stated. 

^^ Certainly no one has been here and taken them 
away. I have not been relating a dream," said he, 
looking again from the position where he stood when 
relating the story of the bucks. " Yes ; it was here 
I left them. Let me take a look in the direction I 
saw the panther move away." Walking some sixty 
or more yards, he came to the edge of the cane. 
" Here they are," says he. 

We all had become anxious to see the locked 
horns, and were soon with him. They had been 
dragged to the edge of the cane, and were still 
locked. It must have been a powerful beast to have 
done it. They were there and not yet separated from 
the head. Larger deer horns none professed ever 
to have seen. All hands took a pull and tried to 
separate them, but gave it up that it could not be 
done without "breaking a peg." 

While we were discussing the horns, the dogs 
were exploring the surroundings. Numerous wind- 
ing trails came into the slash from the jungle, smooth 
and hard — ^too hard to discover the foot-prints of the 
many travelers that passed over them. The opening 
made by the slash contained, perhaps, three acres, 
upon which no vegetation grew— it was a deer-lick. 

" Hark ! " said Gary, " that's old Start." 

In a moment several of the half-hounds broke out 
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in B fierce bay. Moving across the slash, we had 
not reached the edge of the cane before the whole 
pack were in, barking furiously. Csesar and Bess ' 
stood by their master waiting for the words "go in." 
The dogs were baying less than an hundred yards 
from where we stood, and it was impossible for man 
to get to them except upon his knees. 

" Now," said the Captain, " if it should happen to 
be the oldest inhabitant, he will not leave if he is 
well housed; no, not so loDg as he can keep his tail- 
end protected. Some of us must slip in — crawl in 
* — and give him a start." 

"If crawling is to be done, my young hunter 
friend here," pointing to myself, "may be relied 
upon," said Temple. 

" It is an ugly job for a grown man, but for a boy 
who has not forgotten how to crawl, he would be in 
his element," was my remark, accepting the honor. 

I simply asked Temple to let his dogs " go in," 
and was off, examining my priming as I went. I 
soon found a winding trail in the right direction. 
Half bent I went in with heart palpitating — right up 
in my throat. Reaching within twenty yards, I 
came within full view of him and the dogs through 
a narrow vista, which was made by the rotting out 
of a large fallen tree, the stump of which formed 
the rear of his lair. The cane tops and vines had 
completely arched over the stump. With his back 
to the old stump, he was striking right and left at 
the approach of the dogs. Alive to the situation, 
knowing th^t I filled the only passway out, and that 
mv shot must be a death one or be run over and 
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possibly hurt by him, I resolved to wMt my qluince 
for a better shot. The dogs formed a half circle ii^ 
front of him; his head was in perpetual motion. J 
waited for him to rise upon his hind feet, when I 
felt sure of putting my bullet in hie heart. Suddenly 
Caesar and Bess passed me, jumping over my lejQb 
shoulder. The bear's attention was attracted by 
them, when he discovered me. Instantly he made 
a leap, leaping clear of the dogs in front. I h^ 
gotten over the bear-buck-ague, and felt steady. 
My rifle wag leveled well upon his great bxoad head 
as he came in a straight line toward me, aiming tP 
put my ball between his eyes. I fired ; he fell to 
his knees. In an instant I saw that it was not a 
death shot; my ball had struck too high, glancing 
over, taking off the skin for a couple or more inches, 
and commenced reloading. The dogs covered 'hiiia 
before he rose from the stunning effect of the shot. 
He had only come to his knees. Caesar and Bess 
were to their places, the half-hounds holding him 
well behind. Several of the dogs had gotten to the 
front, thinking it was all up with him. Rising upon 
his rump he made a plunge, but was impeded by 
the dogs. Csesar and Bess were fast hold of their 
favorite catch, close under his deep sides; they were 
holding on to their part of his broad arms close up 
to his body. I had moved my position, pressing one 
side into the cane to his broadside. By this time 
he had fully recovered from his stun; a large yellow 
quarter-hound of Pet's was at his head; in attempt- 
ing to make his escape he was prevented by the 
cane aiid became a victim of the monster's great 
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jAw9, Cashing him through and through close over 
his vitals. Making another plunge he relieved him- 
self of Csesar, dashing hitn against the catie, and 
broke for the slash. I was just in the act of priming 
for another shot; a moment more and I would have 
been the little king bee of the hunt, for he was the 
"oldest inhabitant" of the woods. The hunters in 
the slash stood ready for him; he crashed through 
tbe cane like a young tornado. Clearing the cane, 
five Well-aimed riiaie bullets were shot into him, 
three passing through his heart. His running being 
accelerated, he ran across the slash and fell full 
lisngth upon his broad belly at the head of the clay- 
gut, with a loud groan or moan, as if human. When 
we reached him he was dead — dead as he fell. The 
monster bear, the oldest inhabitant of his kind, the 
"bear thstt had worried our friend Gary and his dogs 
fib often, the great bear of the Big Hatehie country, 
of the Big Hurricane, lay dead before us. We spread 
ourselves out on the ground to rest; tired, though 
dealing out but little physical toil. The hunter's 
mind, soul and heart had been in intense excitement 
till the killing— we were tired from the relax. Gary 
blowed his horn for the bovs; we waited their com- 
ing. It gave us time to rest and comment upon the 
last half hour's work, which our good looking young 
leader said in the early morning was worth a week's 
hunting. We had relieved our friend Gary's hunt- 
ing ground of his two troubles — the great bear and 
the panther. He was as fat as bear of his size and 
age ever get to be. Without any means of weighing 
him, the hunters' estimate as he lay, w^as that he 
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would weigh a little short of seven hundred pounds. 
His age, who knew ? He had grown gray around 
the eyes, and his teeth worn off more than half their 
original length. The writer is, perhaps, the only 
one living of the hunters in that celebrated hunt, 
when the big bear of the Big Hurricane was killed. 
He was then a boy in his thirteenth year; the then 
youngest of the hunters was his friend* Gary, who 
died several years after. Whether any of the others 
are among the living is unknown to him; if living, 
they will testify to the material statements in the 
account of this hunt — ^it took place forty-five years 
ago. If the old negro Jack is living he will bear 
witness, if the reader thinks the writer is dealing 
in fiction. Jack was then thirty; he was an old 
young negro; he was living in Memphis last year. 
When the boys arrived all hands went to work; 
some holding, some ripping, and others skinning. 
The hide was soon stripped from his' huge carcass. 
The five bullet holes were plainly in relief, and each 
hunter could have claimed his shot from the size of 
the hole, either one of which would have killed 
him; a small breakfast plate would have covered 
them all. Four poles were procured, a quarter put 
on each, and two men to a pole, we started back 
down the clay-gut. The hide was assigned to the 
writer; it was as much as he could possibly carry; 
more, had he not had a hand in the killing. After 
much toil we reached the bottom. The two bears 
killed that morning were more than three horses 
could pack, so we bent down some saplings and hung 
up enough for another trip. The boys had plenty 
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time, as the sun had just crossed the meridian. 

We all returned to the camp the same way that 
we came, and spent the afternoon talking over the 
events and incidents of the morning. A fine, fat 
gobbler was suspended before the fire, roasting for 
our dinner. 

Reader, did you ever eat of a fat gobbler, a wild 
one, roasted before the fire ? None of you young 
ones havn't, I guess, for it was a dish for " old times," 
before cooking stoves were brought into use. Rich, 
brown and juicy, I have seen them carved at my 
father's table. 

An hour before sundown, the Captain stalked off 
to roost another gang of turkeys, remarking, that 
for his eating he wouldn't give one fat turkey for a 
whole six-hundred-pound bear. No one dissented.' 

The sunset gave promise of another fair day. The 
old proverb, that 

" EveDing r^d and morning gray 
Sets the tray< ler on his way ; 
Evening gray and morning red 
Brings down rain upon his head, ' 

is remembered by all old hunters, and relied upon in 
determining the character of the weather for the 
next day. We had come to make a three days' 
hunt, returning Christmas eve. The hunt for the 
morrow was to be in the Big Bend, below, the mouth 
of the lagoon. The Captain had gone after his 
turkeys, taking Pete. The hunters whiled away 
the hour until he returned in camp talk and relating 
anecdotes. The negroes stood around enjoying the 
jokes, when old Jack put in and said : 
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"Mars Gary, has my young hunter master told 
you 'bout Mistiss and the childen going chestnut 
hunting, and being most scared to death by the 
bear?" 

"No," said Gary. "How was it, Jack? You 
tell it." 

" Well, you see, Mistiss, .sFe had promised the chil- 
den to go wid 'em chestut-hunting. So one Satur- 
day, after dinner, they all went. Mistiss, she took 
all the white childen and the little darkies to pick 
up chestnuts. They went down the creek half a 
mile — mebbe a little more. The chestnut trees was 
fuller last fall than they has been since we moved to 
.the country. They had just begun to open, but 
hadn't begun to fall out; so she took me along with 
my ax to cut down the small trees that was fullest. 
My young master, there, he went along too. He 
took his little rifle to shoot squirrels.'' 

" Well, Jack," said Gary, " we want to get to the 
chestnuts and the bear." 

" Ise gwine right thar. Mars Gary, as fast and as 
straight as I can take you. Well, as I was saying, 
Mistiss took the white childen and the young 
darkies" — 

"But you have told us that, Jack." 

"Well, we will just say that we got to the chest- 
nut trees without going." 

" That is it. Jack," said Gary, " go on." 

" Well, Mistiss, she and the childen is at the chest- 
nut trees. The childen, they was running about 
picking up chestnuts; they wajUt plenty on the 
grown. Mistiss, she was walking about on the 
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high bluffy witii a buach of yellow flowers in her 
band ,* the trees was on the bluffi" 

*^ Well, Jack, what aJ)out the bear ? Where waa 
he ? " said Gary. 

Well, I declar, Mars Gary, if you aint the most 
impationest man I ever did see, Aint I getting to 
the bear part fast as I kin ? You see Miistiss, as I 
said, wiis walkin on the bluff, and th^ childen, they 
was running about after chestnuts; they wasent 
plenty on the ^f oun,d." 

**But the bear; how did he s<»re?" 

" WeD, aint X coming right straight to the bear ? 
A& I was saying, the qheistnuts want plenty on the 
ground. They heard em falling thick little ways 
b'low, and way they went. Mistiss^ she was stand-* 
iQg on the bluft* She was close by the tree the 
Qhildea was running to. She just looked up the 
tree tp oee i:^ it was fi),ll of ehestoiut^, and sh^ began 
to sere^on^ aiid sor^m as tQud: as sh^ could, ^bear! 
bear!' The childen, they begw to sci^eam an4 
squall. You ijever did heai? sich soreaming. Th^ 
ohild.en hollard ' where,^ where? ' They was scared 
so bad they didn't ki^ow which way to look or run, 
till the old bear made such a fuss up. the tree, rak^ 
Ing the bark ^ she was backing down. The chiU 
4^ looked up. The bear had got close down to 
ti^ ground. Her two cubs, just above her, coming 
dowii) too* The childen broke for home, Mistis^ 
she righit after them, sQreaming and squalling afif 
ti^ey went The childen. and; Mistiss hadn't got no 
W4^y(9 before the old bear and Qubs was on th^ 
groa»d^ running like the ^g^ was aft^ them, the 
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other way. I bollard, and bollard for them to come 
back, but they wouldn't here me nohow, and they 
didn't stop till they was home." 

"Well, Jack, that is a good one, but where was 
your young Master with his rifle?" 

"Lor bless me, he was under the bluff shootin' 
squirrels." 

Just then the Captain came in; he and Pet 
loaded with turkeys. He had his seven this time. 

Two hours before day all were up, guns shot off, 
wiped out, re-loaded and primed, and waiting 
breakfast. We made an early start for the hunting- 
ground agreed upon. Crossing the lagoon, we were 
soon in the switch-cane. Before reaching the 
thick cane, old " Start " struck a running trail. The 
half-hounds joined him, and they went upon a full 
run in the direction of the river. The hunters 
pressed on after them. Temple gave Caesar and Bess 
word to "go in." Reaching a wet slash, Cary, who 
was ahead, stopped to examine the tracks, to see 
what manner of bear the dogs were after. Coming 
up to him, he said : " It's an old she and two cubs." 

Before leaving the place, we heard the dogs in 
"full <iry," coming as if on the "back track." 
Cary remarked that they had divided. In another 
moment Csesar and Bess, with a couple of the half- 
hounds, over-reached the cub (he had become sep* 
erated from the dam, and was making his way back 
to where they started), and had him stretched upon 
the ground. TV hen Cary got up he dispatched 
him with his knife. The pack were on a " big run " 
after the old she. 6he was making her best run to 
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reach the Big Hurricane. Csesar and Bess, with 
the half-hounds, were put in after her, fresh from 
the killing of the cub. They didn't require to be 
hurried. The hunters hurried ; getting to the lagoon , 
we brought a halt to hear the movement of the 
dogs. They had her at a lively bay, in the open 
woods, near the Hurricane. We increased our run 
for a short distance. Discovering that she had 
changed her course, Temple remarked that his dogs 
had headed her off from the Hurricane. 

" That will suit Ab,'' says the Captain, " it well 
help him to get up to the killing." 

She turned in toward the river, heading back for 
the big bend. We pressed on after them. . She was 
soon brought to a "stop" again. Before we got up, 
her course was changed in the direction of the 
camp. 

"Well," says the Captain, "we had better save 
our breath; wait here till she concludes to stop and 
make fight." 

" Caesar and Bess will keep her angling about in 
this open woods till we get up in sight. She'll go 
no further then," said Temple. 

"Then," says Ab, "we had better greet them 
with our presence." 

Her course changed again, and she was Qoming full 
tilt straight to where we were standing. As she 
got within gun-shot of us, Caesar dashed in, swinging 
her half round. She broke again, when the dog 
flinched her again. By this time Bess was at her 
place, and fast hold of the other arm, bringing her 
upon her all-fours, the half-hounds covering her 
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behind. She made no fortber efforts to break, and 
turned upon the dogs. She fonght hard and furi* 
ous. Raising npon her hind legs, she shook her 
great body like an earthquake, to rid herself of the 
dog and slut. The dog let go, and she made a ter- 
rible effort to get hold of Bess. In a moment the 
dog renewed his attack, taking her close up to the 
body, brought her down upon her side. To save 
himself, he let go. The half-hounds closed in upon 
her hard and heavy. She rose furious. She had 
become desperate. Hei* other arm being free, she 
made an effort to reach Bess. The slut hung on 
like "grira death," keeping her body well under the 
bear. The fight became fearfully terrific, when 
Gary said t 

"The dogs have had etoug^h of it; we will go in 
and end the fight. Mr. Temple, end the fight, your 
slut will get hurt." 

Tetnple was of the same opinion. He waited a 
safe chance and shot her through the heart. She 
winced under it, staggered around and fell, falling 
upon the slut. Could Besd have uttered language 
suited to her feelings, she Would have sung: 

<* We cling to one another until death us do part/ 

" Well, friend Tempile/' said Ab, " your dogs m^m 
to be badly worried this time." 

"Yes/' responded he, "It is always the case 
when they get hold of an old she that has cubs. 
The only time the slut was ever badly scratched was 
by an old she. They always fight harder when the 
cubs ai'e following them." 
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"I reckon," said the Captain, "that we ought to 
be satisfied now. Mr. Temple's dogs have far sur- 
passed anything I could have conceived. They are 
under better command than any dogs I ever saw, 
and their handling a bear is unsurpassed. This is 
our last day's hunt, and I think we ought to stop on 
this. We have already killed six bears, four of 
them aggregating more meat than any four bears 
that was ever slaughtered in these woods." 

" Don't forget the turkeys, " said Ab ; " I counted 
twelve hanging on the pole this morning — all big 
gobblers — ^that will, as you say by the four bears, 
aggregate in weight more than any twelve gobblers 
I ever saw." 

"Yes;" said the Captain, "we shall have more 
than the boys can well pack home. We must-have 
at least two thousand pounds of bear meat. I sug- 
gest that wg end the hunt here; to-morrow will be 
Christmas, and my friend Ab wouldn't like to miss 
his egg-nog, and I want my little hunter friend's 
mother to have a fat gobbler for her Christmas 
dinner." 

It was agreed to end the hunt there. The sun 
had not crossed the meridian. The hunters assisted 
the boys with the old she, and we were soon at 
camp dividing and packing up. 

" What is in that big bank of ashes, there ?" said 
Ab to old Jack. 

" Why, its Mr. Temple's barr feet. He put 'em 
in dis mornin', and told us to mine 'em and keep 
'em covered up; I spec deys dun, now." 

"Yes," said Temple; "I wanted a good mess of 
6 
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beat feet before we left the camp. Jact, are they 
done, do you think? " 

" Yes, sir; Ise been smellin' dem som^ time. I 
knows dey Is done.^' 

"Pull them out, then,'' said Temple. "Mind, 
don't let the hair scorch." 

Jack rolled out a couple of large paws, roasted in 
the ashes to a smoking done. The ashes brushed 
off clean, Temple forked one up, stripped off the 
skin, which slipped off like peeling a roasted onion, 
and a more delicate morsel was never greeted by 
man's appetite. None but a bear-hunter knows how 
to roast a bear's paw; the fore feet are the best 
The writer can testify to their eating qualities. 
Everything being packed, the hunters parted with 
expressions of mutual gratification. 
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CHAPTER VL 

Lawyers Siding the Circuit — T^e Methodist Preacher — 
The Scalding Cup of Coffee — The Nation's Muster — 
Bloody Noses and Black Eyes — Proposed Prize Fight 
» — Ah and the Squatter's Wife-— John Smith and Daniel 
Parker. 

Tab only place for man. and beast to find rest, be- 
tween Brownsville, and Covington, was at my 
fikther's house. He turned no one away. It was 
the habit, in those days, for the lawyers to " ride the 
circuit/' to attend all the courts in the judicial 
district in which they resided. The lawyers of Jack- 
»on and Brownsville practiced in the Circuit Court 
at Covington, atteuding regularly the fall a»d spring 
terms. 

Among the early practitioners were Haskell^ Brad^ 
ford and Huntsmian, of Jackson, and Loving, Strother 
and Richmond, pf Brownsville. 

JOSHUA HASKELL 

was the first Circuit Court Judge in West Tennes- 
see. Tall and good looking, with great respect for 
bis personal, his manner and mein marked him m 
a type of a well-fiuished gentleman. When on the 
bench, he commanded the high respect of the bar; 
maintaining, with propriety, the dignity due hi$ 
high and honored position. Many incidents and 
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anecdotes occurring in the practice of the courts, at 
that early period, are still preserved. I am indebted 
to one of the " Old Folks"— the oldest of them ail- 
perhaps the only surviving cotemporary of that 
period, for the following incident that occurred 
during the first court held by Judge Haskell in 
Dyer county. 

The court was held in ^Squire Warren's dwelling- 
house, in the winter of 1823-4. The house was a 
common double log cabin, one end of which was 
occupied by the family. There were only three 
cases on 'the docket. A " log-heap " fire was built 
outside to make comfortable and warm those in 
attendance upon the court, who were not on the 
jury. 'Squire "Warren was on the jury. A trading 
boat had landed at Cherry's blufl; on the Forked 
Deer, from which a supply of whisky had been 
obtained by the neighbors, a portion of which had 
found its way to the 'Squire's house, and was cir- 
culating freely around the "log-heap" fire, as well 
as among those in the temporary court-room; and 
as the boys grew warm under the influence of both 
firts^ a dispute arose between Berry Nash and a son- 
of the proprietor, young Tom Warren. The quar- 
rel culminated in blows. Berry let fly at young 
Tom, and Tom gaije back blow for blow. The old 
'Squire. had a view from the jury box, through the 
cracks of the logs, of what was going on around 
the "log-heap" fire. Becoming excited himself, he 
hallooed out at the top of his voice to his son, "Hit 
him again Tom, hit him ! Never let it be said that a 
man hit you on your own dunghill, and you didn't 
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hit him back!" Tom, hearing the admonition of 
the old man, went into the fight in earnest, and 
badly " used up " Berry. The Judge — ^permitting 
the fight to go on until it was ended — ordered the 
Sheriff, Charley McCrarey, to bring the two young 
men into court. Nash, the aggressor, was the first 
brought in, a fine assessed, and the SherifiF ordered 
to keep him in custody until it was paid. Yoiing 
'W^-rren was then called up before the court, and the 
Judge was in the act of pronouncing a fine against 
him, when the old 'Squire rose from his seat among 
the jurors, and said: 

"Stop, stop. Judge; I'd naturally like to hear the 
law read that fines a man for fighting on his own 
dunghill!" 

The late William R. Hess, a lawyer in attendance, 
and who was a friend to both parties, rose, and pro- 
claimed that there was no such law, and suggested, 
as the easiest way to settle the matter, that the young 
men go to the branch, wash their faces, come back 
and take a drink, make friends and go home. The 
jury had become so much demoralized by the 
rumpus J that' the Judge ordered the Sheriff to ad- 
journ court, with the admonition, that if the people 
of Dyer county did not do better the next time he 
held court, he would put the heads of all offenders 
"under the fence." Judge Haskell contributed 
greatly to the merriment of the lawyers and lovers 
of fun in their journeying around the circuit. He 
enjoyed a good joke. 

ALEXANDER B. BRADFORD, 

a handsome young lawyer, was the most attractive 
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of the lawyers that rode the circuit. Bre^ifig wei^, 
he was ever clothed in a finely fitting suit of fin^ 
blue broadcloth, with bright buttons. He seemed 
to have been born in the habiliments of style — ^ 
very Chesterfield in manners and address. A great 
fiavorite with my mother, he paid her the most 
courtly respect; a warm personal friend of the family, 
he was ever a welcome guest at my father's house. 
General Bradford was among the earliest and first 
lawyers of West Tennessee, and was intimately con- 
nected and associated with the practice and juris- 
prudence of West Tennessee from the organizing 
of the first courts, running through ^ period of more 
than a quarter of a century. The mention of his 
name thrills the bosom of all who knew him an4 
enjoyed his personal acquaintance, as a very type of 
a true man. An old-young lawyer was 

MAJOR BICHMOITD. 

A wit and humorist, everybody enjoyed his society. 
He wore fine clothes, and kept his tur hat smooth • 
by a habit of using his coat sleeve for a brush. The 
Major was gifted with a ftmd of anecdote; for the 
most part original, but not admissible in polite read- 
ing. He was the leading lawyer in " road cases." 
He nsed to say of himself, that he was " h — 1 upon 
roads." He was sought for and employed in all 
" divorce cases," and was the best crim. con. lawyer 
in the district. 

GENERAL LOVING 

was the idol of the bar in the learly history of the 
courts at Brownsville. His persQnal was ui^ex- 
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ciepti6nftbl6 knd Faultleisi^, "bdth in form, manner and 
features. His ttam^ merits a high place in the 
tBihhals ahd hiatcyry of Haywood. 

JOHN W. STBOTHER, ESQ., 

W!aB the lawyfei^ i^mt^ng the lawyers of Brownsville 
ill the eftrly pi^actice 6f thfe cburts. Thin in flesh, 
trii'y in herve and tifesne, and carele&s of dress and 
the pfet^onal, he pasded among strangers for less 
than he "t^s Wdrm." Foi* more than t quarter of 
a century he lived in Brownsville. With grfeat 
gehtteheSfe df D4fetin*^j 'tod ptirity of heart, he enjoyed 
* fepuiM6n Wdrthy tfie fetrict sobriety and purity of 
hU eohduct 

1?h^ pB^tty 6f ial^ets, With the Judges, stopped at 
my father's house to stay airnight, on their way to 
thfe Covington ebtirt It was the spring term. I 
Iremember that it ws* "gobbling season," when the 
h&tk of tht^ ytiUrig hiekoiy biegins to slip. It was 
Saturday evening;. It was the aim of the lawyers 
to reach Covin^on Sunday evening, before Monday, 
the first day of court. They were in no hurry for 
breakfast: it being Sunday morning, nobody was in 
^ hutry. All nature ebjoys sweet repose in the soft 
mornings of spring, and all hands '^and the cook" 
Hire licensed tb sleep late On Sunday mornings in 
the c6tintry. 

Breakfast wa* ready and Waiting for the guests, 
i^hen a eouple of strangers rode up and asked foi* 
breakfast and horse-feed. My father told them to 
get down tthd come in, ordering their horses to be 
taken and fed. The breakfast was on the table; 
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their coming delayed its being served up until they 
had washed their hands and £eu3es. They had the 
appearance of having laid out all night, but were 
well dressed in broadcloth. On their coming in 
one of them introduced himself, and then intro- 
duced his traveling companion as the Beverend Mr. 
Hutchington. (The reverend part need not have 
been introduced, as all who were feuniliar with the 
fashions of the day knew from the cut of his coat, 
which was a regular shad-belly, that he was a Metho- 
dist preacher.) 

Breakfifcst was announced, and they were invited 
to seats at the table. My father, it was ever his cus- 
tom, said grace — ^his every day grace: "Lord bless 
us in what we are about to receive, for Christ's 
sake.^' 

The reverend gentleman, as he raised his head, 
threw a glancing eye upon the head of the family 
as he finished his short blessing, as much as to say : 
" My professional calling is not recognized.'* 

Helping ^nd changing of plates went on from a 
large dish of turkey steak (which was common wijbh 
us, as it was only a walk across the field to tak^ 
down a gobbler any morning during "gobbling sea- 
son.*') 

Coffee, an article of luxury in those days, 
was dished out and passed around. My mother, 
ever mindful of her North Carolina raising, showed 
the agreeable, commencing with the nearest guest: 

"Judge Haskell, is your coffee agreeable?" 

"Thank you, Madam, most agreeable. Such a 
cup of coffee I have not tasted in the district" 
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• "Do you take cream in your coffee, Major Rich- 
mond?" 

" K you please, Madam." 

" Colonel Bradford, I neglected to ask you if your 
coffee was agreeable." 

" Madam, it is nectar itself." Smacking his lips, 
ke continued in its praise until my father had to 
remind him that it would get cold. Passing around 
with like questions, she came to the preacher and 
daid: 

" And you, sir, is your coffee agreeable ? " 

"Yes, Madam, only it's a Kttle cold.^^ 

Major Richmond's quizzical eye was upon him in 
an instant, and then at my mother, who was dumb. 

The reverend gentleman, thinking that truth was 
the propriety of language at aU timeSy braved the ' 
cutting of eyes across the table. He may have 
aimed an arrow for not being called upon to " ask a 
blessing." 

To relieve the-situation, which had been chilled a 
little by the cnp of "cold coffee," the humorous 
Major, addressing himself to the Parson, inquired 
where he and his friend had stayed all night. 

" On the river-bank, sir," he replied, " with the 
sand-beach for a pillow. We reached the ferry after 
night-fall. The ferryman had left. After splitting 
our throats hallooing for him, we made our couch 
upon the sand." 

" Then you must have a pretty good appetite this 
morning," said the Major. 

"Yes, sir. We rode. all day, not eating anything 
since yesterday at breakfast, and a poor one it was." 
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Just then his ^^cold cup" waa out My mother 
asked him if he would have another cup of coifed 
He thanked her, at the a^m^ ^xq^ fiwdifi^ up his 
cup. 

In the meantime a fresh pot of coffee^ had beaix 
brought in, scalding hot, froin;!, which 6\>» filled his 
cup and retu rned it The M£g^<^ having Idm e^gagedk 
in a lively talk, he hadt not observed it smokipg ^ 
linking it was like it9 predoc^s^r, or possihlj 
colder still, he raised it to his lips and took a hearty 
sip, filling his mouth full of the scalding fluid. 
{Gimeny!) So unexpected, unable to turn right or 
left without scalding his neighbor, he l^t fly, the 
coffee gushing out of lAf^ mouth lil^ an i^qh and n 
half squirt gun all over tl^i© t^ble. Not waiting to 
be asked if his coffee was " agreeable," he rose from 
the table with his bandamia to his n^outh, and nnj^a 
for the water pail. 

" Well," said his traveling companion, who seemedj 
not to sympathize with him, " my- reverend fviqnd 
has got a touch of the blm blazes this tin^^; wonder 
if he wont prefer it cold next time ? " 

The breakfast closed with the Parson's second cup 
of coffee. The jolly Major followed him out to the 
water pail condoling with him, for he w^a terribly 
scalded. My mother soon followed with a cup o^ 
new cream, offering a thousand apologies for not 
informing him that she had filled his cup from, a 
fresh pot, and explaining how it was tha,t his first 
cup was cold, pressing upon him to take a mouthful 
of cold cream J that it would .alleviate his suffering; 
she was so sorry, regretted so much the mishap, and 
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boped that he would aoon be well Qf It The inci- 
dent of the Methodist prei^Qr» and the bot oup of 
coSee, waa ever ir^membered by the ^sarty present 
on that Sabbath morning, and served m am ftinuAiBit 
topic for- many yeara afterward. 
, The Bettlen:^ents north of the ?ig Hatchie> m Tip^ 
ton, had began to formb voting precinqta and orga* 
nize the militia^ A battalion muster was to come 
^ that spring at Hiurricaiie HUL A big mtister in 
tt^Qse days attj^acted every one; the old, who had 
Tpo^sMd musteFy as well as the under age; men, women, 
ohildren and negroes gathered at a mu^ter^ Cakes 
and pies, with beer and cider, was always on band 
in thick profusion; not unfrequently a barrel of 
<^ red-eye" was found on tap under the hill near thd 
spring. The drum and fife (no company was allowed 
to be miTstered iq without its drum and fife Major) 
was music most divine^ bringing out the most thrill* 
ing patriotic demonstrations. The drum and the 
fife, to the tune oi " Yankee Doodle " and the ^ Jay 
bird died with the whooping cough," ftiled not to 
arouse the "spread eagle" in everybody's bosom- 
glorious days was " old times." General Jackson, 
the military chieftain of the age, was th.e rising man 
for the Presidency ; the eighth of January was yet 
&esh in the land; a military parade was most miku^ 
smg ; it was the sovereign's day, a Tuition's muster. The 
settlements all turned out to the % muster at Hurri* 
cane Hill that day. The gathering of the deni- 
zens culminated early. ' The Lieutenants, with their 
dL^ummers, had taken their positions to form. From 
half a dozen hillocks, or shady places, was heard : 
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^ Oh yes ! oh yes ! all who belong to Captain Jonra' 
company will fall into ranks." 

" Oh yes ! oh yes ! Captain Barnes' company will 
form; fall into ranks.'' 

" Oh yes ! oh yes ! Captain Smith's company will 
fall into ranks." Thus went the rounds until the 
different companies composing the battalion were 
formed. Then commenced the drilling: 

" Eyes right, and dress ! Shoulder arms ! Order 
arms ! Dr(^ your biUts square upon the groundy with 
the cocks behind! Keep your left arms straight down 
your left leg. Now, shoulder arms ! " Thus the drill 
continued until mustered off by the Adjutant Major 
and formed into battalion, and marched out to the 
field for further manoBUvering according to '^ Scott's 
tactics." 

The mustering over, the battalion was marched 
back to the store and disbanded, when a rush was 
made for the cake and beer stands, many finding 
their way to the barrel of "red-eye" on tap under 
the hill. As the day began to wane, the spirit of tiie 
" critter " began to brew the usual fights. A squad 
of jolly fellows made a raid on one of the pie and 
cake stands, lead by the "Bully of the Hill," Ab 
Gaines. Gaines had gotten hold of the young ven- 
dor of the pies and cakes by the nap of his neck, 
handling him roughly — thumping his head against 
the cake stand — ^while his chums were filling their 
pockets. John Barnes, the blacksmith, was stand- 
ing near, and being a friend to the young man, 
beside an advocate of fa«r play, he remonstrated 
with the "Bully of the Hill." Gaines resented the 
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interference in a menacing manner, when Barnes 
let drive, sprawling him upon the ground, with the 
remark: "You coward; yon have bullied this SiU long 
enough ! " Ab rose to his feet and " went for " Barnes, 
making a pass. Barnes was too quick for him, and 
Ab went to the ground again. In the meantime 
the friends of the parties had began to close in and 
around. The writer, yet in his early teens, mounted 
the cake stand to get out of the way, and to obtain 
a better view of the fight. Gaines rose to his feet 
again, cried " fair play," and went at Barnes the third 
time, when a well placed blow, over his left temple 
and eye, brought him to the ground harder than 
ever. A general fight had begun ; a dozen or more 
men were having a^ regular "set-to." None at- 
tempted to interfere or part them ; eyes and noses 
were suffering terribly; they fought on until "each 
man had whipped his man." Ab was the first to 
propose a truce. With difficulty he arose to his feet 
after the third knock-down, and said : 

" You are more than a match for me to-day. I am 
not in a fix to fight to-day. I am drunk; too drunk 
to hold you a good fight. I'll see you again." 

"You can see me whenever it may suit you. I 
take no advantage of a drunken man. I will meet 
you in a * square fight' whenever it may please you 
to name the time and place," said Barnes. 

"It had as well be on this Hill, and this day two 
weeks; I will be here with my friends," said 
Gaines. 

"It suits me," said Barnes; " name the hour. 

"Let it be an hour to sunset," responded Gaines- 
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^ I'll be Ahere," said Baraes, when he separated 
himself from the crowd* 

The interest taken in the coming '^ square flght,^' 
between two of the most powerAil men in the settle- 
ment, had caused the other belligejrents to forget 
their differences* Black eyes and bloody noses only 
remained to give evidence of the bloody " set-to *' 
that had just occurred. All hands made friends, 
took a drink, and went home. 

It was soon norrated through the settlement tbat 
Ab Gaines and John Barnes were to have a ^^ square 
fight;" that the bully of Hurricane Hill had found 
his match. It was a matter of much surprise, how^ 
ever, to the sober, steady men of the neighborhood 
that a man of Barnes' steady habits should ^iter 
the list of prize fighters.^ It was agreed, however, 
that Ab needed taking down, and no man could be 
found better able to do it than Barnes. Gaines was 
the heaviest man of the two ; he stood full six feet 
five, broad and deep through the chest, and wore a 
number eleven shoe; and a band — ^it was difiicult to 
find a glove large enough to fit Barnes, less in 
pounds and inches, was greatly his superior in the 
material of flesh, tissue and muscle. Made more pow- 
erful by hard licks at the anvil, he had never failed 
in an enterprise or undertaking dependent upon 
his manhood. 

Time was required for Ab to work the mean 
whisky out of him, and reduce himself in flesh. 
Could he do it? was the grave question among his 
intimate friends. Their coming together upon equal 
advantages was fearful to contemplate. Barnes' 
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e^urfiga ^^ uodoubtedi; (S-aioes bad played the 
bully, but bad ^eyer Bougbt his match; it wa9 
doubted whether he bad the courage, of his advert 
eary in the coming conflict. As the time drew nigh 
i^x them to meet, it was whispered through the 
oejkgbborhood that Ab was softening — ^tbat he would 
^'•fliicker/' Beta were being freely offered that ha 
wouldn't come to time, and found no takeira. His 
friends began to rally him; the boasting and big 
tpJJt on their part had ^^ dried up." Ab, through the 
%id} oi his friend^, had well nigh gotten the whisky 
&at of himself, and cheered on to the conflict, when, 
a few df^'s before the appointed day, he, with several 
<xf his ftiends, were at the Hill, and he got a tcLSte of 
whisky. He taated often, and drank deep; his 
friendiS could do nothing with him. In their efibrts 
1^ ke^p him from drinking too much, he '^ let fly" 
with that great fist of his and smashed several of 
their noseSy and they left him to his &te. They had 
ggy^e before he discovered that he was alone. With 
some difficulty he got ou his horse ^nd started for 
home. In going home he had to pass a squaikr set* 
tier's house situated on the roadside. When getting 
near the squatter's house, he observed a man flailing 
' % woman in the front yard. Spurring up his horse, 
h® went to her rescue. The squatter bad his wife 
by the hair of her head, slinging her around, when 
Ab took hold of him, jerking him loose from his 
hold upon her hair and flat of his back, and com? 
menced pounding him heavily in the tace. The 
wife, freed from the rough handling of her husband, 
turned; upon C^aiues* Seizing ai^ ax thut lay near. 
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Ae sent it into his back up to the eye, leaving it 
sticking in him, with the remark : '^ Kow, let my 
husband alone." Ab rolled off the squatter, crying 
out, "Murder! murder!" 

The husband rose to his feet and pulled the az 
out of his back, when the rush of blood was most 
fearful. Mounting Ab^s horse, he rode for the near- 
est doctor as fast as he could, who was soon in 
attendance, and examined the fearful cut. The ax 
had gone in over the region of the liver, severing 
one or more ribs, and cutting off a portion of the 
liver, which the Doctor took out. The bleeding 
was profuse, and the Doctor pronounced it fatal. 

" There is no hope for you, Ab," he said ; " the 
bleeding is internal and can't be stanched. If you 
have any worldly affairs about which you want to 
leave instructions, it will be well that you go about 
it." 

" I have none," said Gaines. " Only one request 
will I make. Tou say there is no hope; then my 
last request is, that you will send up to the store 
and get me a gallon of whisky." 

" You shall have it, Ab," replied the Doctor. 

The squatter, with the aid of his wife and the 
Doctor, got Ab in the house, and fixed a pallet on 
the floor. He then rode to the store for the whisky. 
The Doctor remained until the squatter returned 
with the jug of whisky. A tin cup was provided, 
and Ab told to drink at his pleasure. 

The Doctor left him with his comforter, saying 
that he would ride over the next morning. 

The next day, to the astonishment of the Doctor^ 
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he found Ab alive, and the jug empty. He finally 
recovered, but was rever himself again. The apol- 
ogy for not meeting Barnes in a test of manhood at 
the " Hill " on the following Saturday was satisfac- 
tory. 

About this time the upper settlement was enjoying 
th^ relative merits of the manhood of John Smith 
and Daniel Parker. Both of them being quiet, good 
neighbors, and regular attendants at church, they 
startled the neighborhood by a, falling out. A cotem- 
porary of '^ old times," on the Big Lagoon, relates 
the occurrence to me in this wise : 

Smith engaged Parker to dig him* a well. The 
price for digging it was agreed upon. According to 
Smith's words, Parker would find water in thirty 
feet, and the price to be paid was twenty-five ears 
of corn per foot, which would be seven bushels and 
a half. Corn was then selling at two dollars per 
bushel. The bargain was made in the spring of the 
year. Parker was to go to work right away, and to 
tak^ one-half of the number in roastin^-earSj as soon 
as Smith's corn was old enough. Parker was slow 
in commencing the job, digging all through the 
roasting-ear season, taking home with him every 
night as many roasting-ears aa his day's labor would 
come to. His family was large, and it was their 
only bread. The digging continued until the depth 
of thirty feet had been reached. The corn, in the 
meantime, had got hard; Parker continuing, how- 
ever, to take his twenty or more ears home every 
night, which would be grated and bread made of it. 
Bv the time the thirty feet was reached Parker 
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had taken up three hundred or more ears, and had 
not come to water, and, from the signs, was not 
likely to find it in perhaps thirty feet more of dig- 
ging. A " water witch " had, with his " witch-hazl6*' 
twig, located the place for digging the well, and 
given his guarantee to Smith that water would be 
found in thirty feet from the surface. Smith's faith 
in the mystic art hrfd induced him to name thirty 
feet as the distance Parker would have to dig to find 
water. The average wells of the neighborhood were 
sixty feet, and Parker declined digging any deepet 
unless he got an increased number of ears of corn 
per foot* Smith was not willing to accord it, and 
the digging stopped. Smith was excitable by nature, 
a man of immense size in flesh, and the heaviest 
man in the neighborhood by an hundred pounds. 
He vowed, and swore he would stand by it, that if 
Parker didn't continue digging until he found water, 
he should not have another ear of corn. Parker, 
whose frame of bones was capable of carrying more 
flesh than Smith's did, the largest raw^my man in the 
settlement, and with all an acknowledged good 
fighter, swore that if Smith didn't let him have the 
number of ears due him on the digging, he wotlld 
whip it out of him. • Smith was firm and Parkel* 
resolute. They soon met. It was on road-working 
day, where all the neighborhood had gathered to 
work on the road. Each party had their friends, 
and the fight was to be a fair one; no interference 
until Parker had whipped his two hundred and fifty 
ears of corn out of Smith, if he should prefer that 
kind of a settlement. Smith announced that he 
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was willing to that kind of a settlement, if it would 
satisfy Parker, when he got through. So at it they 
went, stripped to their shirts. Smith was amiable 
in standing fair for Parker's blows, making it his aim 
to keep them out .of his face and eyes, showing him- 
self an adept in fencing off the well aimed blows at 
his head and fece. Parker, becoming a little weary 
in his futile effort in that directipn, commenced h;s 
heavy digs in Smith's short ribs, and what he con- 
ceived to be the tender place, about the pit of his 
stomach, belaboring himself in using first one fist 
and then the other, until he was well nigh exhausted. 
In the meantime Smith's friends yelled out that 
Parker ought to be satisfied, when Parker, becoming 
good natured all at once, declared himself satisfied, 
sayipg that he would as soon undertake to fight a 
bag of feathers. 

"And," says Smith, "I would 9.S soon undertake 
to strike at a horn-Beam stuitip." 
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CHAPTER Vn. 
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Tipton County, its Original Territory and Topographical 
Features — Organization and Officers of the First Courts 
— The First Venire of Grand and Petit Juries — Jacob 
Tipton — Robert Sanford — Covington — The first Mer- 
chants — The First Physicians — The Calmes Tavern — 
l^he Tavern- Keeper — The Boys about Town— The New 
Sign and the BeU-Binging — The Calves in the Court- 
House — Holnhouser's Court — Old Johnny Giddins — 
Tacket Kills Mitchell — Gray Case; his Life Staked upon 
a Game of Cards — Bufus Garland— Grandville D. 
Searcy — The Fourth of July Celebration — Charles G. 
Fisher — Nathan Adams — William, Coward and the Wolf 
Story — Armstead Morehead — David Crockett and his 
Competitors for Congress, 

It was not from the cesspools and scum of the 
society of old States that West Tennessee was peo- 
pled. The rich and fertile virgin lands of the dis- 
trict early attracted the enterprising and industrious 
men of wealth and intelligence, 4he strongest and 
best material from the old States — a historic fact 
well attested by many now living who have kept 
pace with *' ever marching time." 

The brave hearts and strong arms of the heroic 
fathers, husbands and sons were nobly sustained by 
the heroism of their wives, mothers and daughters, 
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who shared with them the toils and hardships of 
subduing the wilderness. 

Oh, ye daughters of sunshine and ease ! ye lovely 
women of romance and pleasure ! ye dwellers in the 
gay " social solitude ! " ye revelers in the fashions 
of gay city life, delicate exotics of a soft, luxuriant 
society ! think of the noble, brave-hearted mothers, 
wives and daughters who triumphantly battled 
against the perils and hardships of a frontier life, 
aiding and encouraging their hnsbands, fathers, sons 
and brothers in subduing the forests and opening up 
the wildwoods, making it the fitting abode for refined 
civilized enjoyment. Noble mothers ! Fond mem- 
ories of their heroism are embalmed in the heart's 
affection, the common heritage of their successors. 

The eye of the traveler when passing through West 
Tennessee of the present day is amazed with pleas- 
urable delight in seeing its broad acres teeming with 
wealth and luxury, with its beautifully built cities 
and towns, its lovely resident mansions and refined 
and elegant society, and wonders when told that it 
is all the growth of less than half a century; that of 
the early settlers, who came with the pocket-compass 
in their hands, followed by the blazer with his ax, 
many are yet among the active men of the present 
day — are yet living to recount where the first 
** comer-stone " was laid, and point to where the first 
tent was pitched in the wilderness. The limits of 
these reminiscences, however, is restricted alone to 
the past, to ". old times,'' and it is of Tipton and Cov- 
ington that I would write in this chapter. 

It was not until the year 1818 that the Chickasaw 
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title to the landB west of the Tennessee river, withw 
the limits of the State, was extinguiahed. The year 
following, 1819, hy an act of the Legislature, the 
territory known as the Big Hatchie country W9S 
attached for judicial purposes to the.coi;inty of Har- 
din. In 1821, by the act fixing the boundaries of 
Madison and Shelby, the territory forming tiie couu^ 
of Tipton was attached to Shelby, until 1823, wh^a 
it became a separate and independent counityi gysii. 
the boundaries established. 

Bordering on the Afiasissippi river to the west, 
to the north and south by the waters of the Forked 
Deer and Loosa Hatchie, with the Big Hatchie 
running through the center, no county in the State 
could boast of so rich a body of virgin lands, or 
offered such inducements to the enterprising agri- 
culturist The topographical features of the county 
difier but little from die other counties in West 
Tennessee, noted only for its beautiful western front, 
ioverlooking the great river. The "Mill Stone 
Mountain," an mteresting feature, found among tbe 
range of hills bordering on the Big Hatchie, near 
its mouth — a novelty of itself— is the more inter.- 
esting for its being a solid mass o{ concrete rock, 
from which is wrought the best mill-stones in use ; 
said to be equal, if not better, than the celebrated 
French burr. Less than a half mile in diameter ^t 
its base, it rises in cone shape from the banks of the 
Hatchie, towering above the tallest forest trees, its 
apex perfectly level, overlooking the surrounding 
country. Above and near it, on the banks of the 
Hatchie, is a well marked ancient fortification, from 
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the foot-prints of time judged to belong to the pe- 
riod when the " Mound Ra»e " inhabited the country. 
The location seeme to have been well taken, in an 
abrupt bend of the river, and constructed after the 
manner of constructing fortifications in modern 
days; in the ditch forming a crescent towards the 
land-front^ numerous forest trees are growing of 
huge size, in age apparently equal to the oldest in 
the forest. Within the fortification are several 
"mounds/* from which human bones have been 
taken, with specimens of pottery or earthen ware. 
It is related to the writer, by a descendant of one of 
the oldest and first .settlers in Tipton, that many 
years ago a fragment of a well burnt brick was 
picked up in the vicinity of this ancient fortification, 
upon which the foot-print of a goat was well defined. 
To suppose about it, would be that the goat left his 
foot-print upon the brick while lying upon the yard, 
and before it was put into the kiln to be burnt. 
In the same vicinity, many feet below the surface of 
the earth, charcoal and charred pieces of wood have 
been dug up. That brickbat, as well as the old 
fortification with its connecting history, must be left 
to the pen of the curious, who tnay assume to write 
of the period beyond the dark ages; of an extinct 
race whose only history is left in the silent tombs of 
their own making, possibly before Noah was called 
upon to lay the keel and temper the ribs of the ark. 

It is. of Tipton and the first settlers under the do- 
minion of the State of Tennessee that I write. 

On the first day of December, 1823, the first court 
was organized and held at the house of Kathan 
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Hartsfield, two or more miles southwest of where 
Covington now stands. It was organized and held 
by the first magistrates appointed for the county by 
Governor Carroll, and were Nathan Hartsfield, John 
T. Brown, Jacob Tipton, Andrew Greer, John C. 
McKean and George Robinson. John C. McKean 
was made chairman of the court The court being 
organized, they went into an election for county 
officers, which resulted as follows : 

Andrew Greer, Clerk; John T. Brown, Sheriff; 
Nathan Hartsfield, Register; William Henson, Ran- 
ger ; George Robinson, Coroner. It may be observed 
that the members of the court elected themselves 
to the first offices of the county. We are not to 
conclude, however, that it was for the emoluments, 
but for the lack of material in men to fill them. It 
is mentioned as an instance of the sparseness of the 
inhabitants of the county, that in that year the first 
wedding took place, and every white family in the 
county was invited, and when gathered together 
the male adults numbered not more than sixty. 

It may not be uninteresting to the readers of Old 
Times in Tipton, to read over the first venire from 
which the petit and grand jurors were chosen for 
the first courts held in the county after the organi- 
zation, on the first of December, 1823. They were 
Owen Evans, Samuel P. Givens, Matthew Isaacs, 
Matthew Alexander, Alexander Robinson, Daniel 
Young, William Wright, William Henson, John 
Smith, N. Elliot, G. Yarbrough, Clarke Burdsall, 
M. Hutchinson, William Robinson, Samuel Robin- 
son, A. R. Logan, Jubilee Gagin, G. Kenney, John 
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Robinson, Jefterson Childress and Addison D. Packs- 
ton. Of these names, inchiding the members and 
officers, none are now among the living. In 1824 
the county site was located at 

COVINaTON, 

and in 1825 the town was laid off, and the lots sold 
at public sale, on the twelfth day of April of that 
year, by commissioners appointed by the court. The 
commissioners were Marcus Oalmes, John Eckford, 
Robert G. Green, E. T. Pope and Alexander Robin- 
son. Covington is beautifully situated on an emi- 
nence overlooking the surrounding range of hills. 
Within a stone's thrpw of the public square gushes 
a bold spring, capable of affording water for a 
populous city, beside numerous smaller ones of 
excellent water. The town, when located and estab- 
lished as the county site, was near the center of the 
/jjpunty, which comprised a large and fertile territory 
north of the Big Hatchie. In 1836 the county of 
Lauderdale was established, leaving Tipton alone 
south of the Hatchie, and Covington within six' 
miles of its northern boundary. 

The county was called for the gallant Jacob Tip- 
ton, who was killed while leading his men in a charge 
against the Indians, near Fort Washington, under 
command of General St. Clair, in 1791. History* 
mentions that when the intrepid Captain was on the 
eve of moving with his command to the support of 
General St. Clair, and after he had mounted -his 
horse, he rode back in hearing of his wife, and left 
with her, as his last request, that if he should be 

7 
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killed in the perilous service he was about entering, 
to change the name of theif yonfigest son, who had 
beea named Armsted Blevins, to Jacob. (Not Wil* 
liam, as is mentioned in B;amsey's history. The 
writer is enabled to make this correction by author- 
ity of the immediate family of the late General 
Tipton.) Oh the fourth of November, 1791, the 
brave Captain was killed, and his last injunction to 
his wife was complied with, and Armsted Blevins 
became Jacob ; the late General Jacob Tipton , among 
the first and most prominent settlers in Tipton 
county. He was appointed to the clerkship of Hbe 
Circuit Court upcm its organization in the county, 
which office he filled for many years. One of 
nature's noblemen, he was noted for his kind and 
generous hospitalities and courteous mien. A good 
fend true man, his long and useful life was spent 
where he first settled, breathing his last midst his 
family and numerous friends in the old homestead. 
His name and his noble life fills an honored page 
in the eariy history of Tipton county. 

ROBEBT SANFORn 

succeeded to the office of Clerk of the Circuit Court 
of Tipton. He was called from the plow-handle, 
and learned to handle the pen in the Clerk's offi<je 
as deputy clerk. He soon became master of the 
situation, conducting the office with such marked 
intelligence and business precision that it was not 
long before he became the de facto Clerk. He was 
<5ontinued in the office by the votes of his fellow- 
tatizenfl for many long years. Living to a ripe old 
age, highly esteemed and venerated, he was gathered 
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to his fifcthera, and sleeps among the tombs of his 
deceased cotemporaries. 

Covington had its steady, sober — always sober — 
men, beside its frolicsome and roliosome boys. 
Among the early settlers and merchants of the 
place was Major Annsted Morehead. The Major, 
after a residence of more than a quarter of a century, 
fixed his residence in the vicinity of Memphis, 
where he still resides, honored and esteemed as an 
honest, upright man. Kor twenty odd years he has 
supplied annually the market of Memphis with 
choice watermelons of his own raising; having 
reached his three-score and ten years, he is yet 
found, as always heretofore, driving his own team. 

Marcus Calmes owned and kept the only tavern 
is Covington. He had been elected Sherift' of the 
oounty ; the duticfs of the office conflicting with his 
tavena keeping, he oflered to sell or lease his tavern. 

Good schools had been established in Covington. 
My &ther had decided to move there to educate his. 
children. It was suggested to him that he bad made 
reputation among the lawyers, riding the circuits, 
for feeding "man and beast;" that he would do well 
to lease Calmes* tavern, and make money while hia 
children were going to school. Obtaining my 
mothcF^s consent for him to become a tavera- 
keeper in Covington, he entered upon his new ea- 
terprise. 

THE OLD LOa TAVBBN, 

situated on the north side of the public square in 
Covington, is, or was, standing a few years ago. It 
was built in 1824 or *26, of hewed logs, sixty feet 
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long by twenty wide; two stories high, a frame shed 
in the rear its full length, and a broad front gallery, 
with sleeping apartments overhead, containing ten 
rooms, including the dining room and ball room. 
The ball room was large, and when a press of guests 
came in, it was filled with cots and beds, which 
only occurred when court was in session, or on the 
occasion of a general muster. My father entered 
earnestly upon the duties of tavern-keeping, enter- 
taining all the travelers and many boarders. Cov- 
ington soon began to be a thriving village, with brick 
stores and handsomely built frame dwellings, painted 
white, with green blinds. Its first settlers were 
of the first families from the old States and Middle 
Tennessee. The rich, fertile lands of the county 
invited wealth and enterprise. Among the leading 
merchants of Covington were Booker, Clarkston, 
Holmes, Adams, Clarke, Smith and Morehead. 
The doctors were Stone, Green, Fisher, Hall, and 
David Taylor Woodward Cook, the latter a capital 
good fiddler. Old Dr. Cook was a great favorite 
with the boys and all lovers of good music The 
practice of physic was an after-thought with him. 
The lawyers were Robert Q. Green, Tom Taylor, 
' an old widower,' and Grandville D. Searcy, young 
and sprightly. Phil Glen and Yankee White were 
added to the list a few years after. 

The Methodists, Presbyterians and Baptists had 
good churches. In those days everybody went to 
church on Sundays. It was a great day for the 
exhibition of gallantry and finery. A young man felt 
lonely in going to church without a young lady 
swinging to his left arm. 
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No town or village in the western district had better 
schools at that time than Covington. The Reverend 
Doctor Chapman long connected with, and late the 
President of Chapel Hill, North Carolina, filled a 
high place both in the church and educational de- 
partment. His family was an acquisition to the 
society of Covington. 

Among the men of wealth and personal merit, 
who early settled in the vicinity of Covington, were 
the Tiptons, Dunhams, Gkirlands, Browns, Rober- 
sons. Hills, Harpers, Pryors, Lauderdales, Cowards, 
Cottons, Taylors, and many others whose names 
are identified with the early settlement of the Big 
Hatchie country — connecting the past with the 
present. 

Covington was not without its dancing master 
in those days. Who of us, who were young then, 
who learned how to " forward and back— one— ^two 
— three — four and five, and back to place, swing 
corners and balance all," that don't remember old' 
man Chapman, the dancing master, and his tall and 
handsome son Gary ? 

Christmas,New Year's Day, the Eighth of January, 
Twenty-Second of February and the Fourth of July 
never passed without a big ball, and no town was 
without its dancing master, as well as preacher. 
No store was considered to be well stocked with 
goods without silk stockings and dancing pumps. 
"Old times" in Covington were her best days. 

Of the early settlers of Covington but few are 
among the living at this writing. 
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DR. CHARLBS G. FI8HSR, 

among the earliest settlers, has survived alt of hiei 
cotemporaries. He still resides in the place — re- 
siding in the same house that he built more than 
fortj years ago. He was a practicing physician in 
my father's family forty-five years ago. His long 
and useful life will entitle his name to a memorial 
window in every household in and around Coving- 
ton as one of the fathers of the land. 

Of the merchants who were then in active busi- 
ness life, now among the survivors of that early 
period, whose eventful career comes down to this 
present writing, none is deserving more of honorable 
mention than 

NATHAN ADAMS. 

I remember well his first appearance in Coving- 
ton. Young and handsome, (he was so regarded 
by the fair young women), with glossy black hair; 
intelligent, bewitching dark eyes; always handsomely 
dressed, with artistically tied cravat, I thought him 
the very model of a refined, well-dressed gentleman. 
When the annals and history of West Tennessee 
shall be written, his name will merit a high place in 
the'pages of her progress, in both city and countrj'. 
Verging to a ripe old age, having passed his three 
score years, he yet moves with the elasticity of thirty 
years ago. A man of progress, an able financier, 
he now ranks among the wealthy, enterprising men 
of Memphis. Possessing a refined and appreciative 
taste, he enjoys life in the circle of his many friends. 
Among the cotemporary early settlers in Tipton, 
now living, and whose name has been identified 
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with ihe loeal i&t^rest of the Qoi^ntrj for near a half 
century^ none i& nojore worthy of menlioti than 

"Starting in the world a poor boy," he began life in 
tTae^Bbn, Madaisoa «oanty^ 1824-5, with Amour A; 
Lake^ derMng alid ractning k^el boats down the 
£V>riked Deer alid .MiaBisei^ppi, carrying cotton to 
Ke^ Orleans, Ibey tl'dgrting to hifi integrity to bring 
back the proc^ed^. Iti 1826 he took a look at" 
Memphis, whto it was ft village at the month of 
Wolf. AiMiBf 1^ be a tiller of the soil, the rich 
fhmAti of Tipton atiracted hitn to where he settled in 
the Woods ii^ar Oovitigtod. Se still lives where he 
^ret setded^ amd it tiie liouse he first built, where, 
%^ hid Indttfit^y and |yrobity, he has amassed a large 
fatta«ie. BdieVing in the old adage, *^ that a rolling 
*'«totie fathers «lo moss," he has neve«r sought new 
places, or e^aged in new enterprises. Wm. 
Oow^ard always has a dollar to lend, and none knows 
feett^ tow to tend it, ©r who to lend it to. Ap- 
proaching tbree-scot^ atid ten years, he is yet an 
ftoctivebiisineiis man, looking after and turning over his 
honest gains. It is not inappropriate to relate an 
'occnrrenee that ha{){)ened in his early life^ illustra- 
tive of his «are aad vigil over what belongs to him. 
He went to ISTew Orleans, with the first crop of cot- 
tofi he made in Tipton, bringing back the proceeds 
in hard mpney in his saddle-bags. Arriving at 
Randolph, he swung the saddle-bags containing this 
^^hard cash" aecrose his shoulder and started on foot 
<br home, twelve or fourteen miles distant. Night 
^vertooJk him sobn after leaving the settlement near 
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Bandolph, having many miles of wilderness to pass 
through. When passing through the most unfre- 
quented portion of it, he was attacked by a hungry 
pack of wolves. Several miles distant from any 
house or settlement, with notiiing to defend him- 
self but his hickory walking-stick, he was forced to 
take refuge in the nearest tree. Luckily, a small 
bending oak was at hand, and up it he went, to 
' where a large limb grew straight up. Finding the 
weight of his saddle-bags too great to climb the 
limb with it on his shoulder, he swung it on the first 
limb and pulled himself above it. The hungry wolves? 
in their furious attack, would run up on the bend- 
ing portion of the tree. Finding they could not reach 
him, they commenced snapping at the bag of hard 
cash. To keep the hungry beasts from rending the 
saddle-bags and spilling out all the money. Coward 
would swing himself down, holding on with one 
hand while laraping them over the head with his 
hickory stick. Thus he was kept up the tree de- 
fending and keeping the wolves off of his saddle- 
bags until relieved by daylight, when the hungry 
wolves left for their dark holes. 

The Calmes tavern had no sign indicating that it 
was a place of entertainment for travelers, other 
than a horse-rack in front for them to hitch their 
horses. An expert sign-painter came along, and 
pursuaded my father to have a fine sign painted and 
swung up. The suggestion met with favor, and the 
sign-painter went to work upon a -four by four 
square board. At my mother's suggestion, the name 
-" tavern " was dropped, and ^* hotel " adopted. " Gov- 



in Ws3t Tennessee. 158 

ington " was painted in the form of a crescent, in 
large letters, a star in the middle, and " hotel " be- 
low, gilded with gold; the ground was blue, be- 
spangled with brilliants. The sign, swung high tip 
in a frame upon a large post painted white, was a 
credit to the painter, recommending him favorably 
to the town. For several days it was the attractive 
point for the boys. Covington had a hotel ! A bell 
was then added to the hotel, put up in a neat belfry 
on top of the building; which was another attractive 
point with the boys. Covington could boast of its 
rolicsome, frolicsome boys, as well as other towns. 
Hardly a week passed without recording some of 
their innocent deviltry, such as changing sign 
boards, etc. Holmes & Adams would walk into 
their store of a morning under Booker & Clarkson's 
sign; it was only the trouble of changing them back 
again. One morning all the milkmaids were run- 
ning over town inquiring if any one had seen such 
and such a calf One **with red sides and while 
back and belly;" another "with spots all over it, 
and white in the face." The cows filled the streets 
lowing their utmost. The town was about to go to 
breakfast without milk in its coflfee, when, from 
the lowing of the cows, a calf was heard to bleat in- 
the court-house. In the meantime, the inquiries as 
to the missing calves becoming general, the town 
folk began to gather on the public square. The 
cows, hearing the bleating of the calf in the court- 
house, gathered around it, and the calves set up a 
unanimous bleating in the court room. The milk 
women and the boys (who didn*t know anything 
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about it) opened tbe ooapft-liaBfie^doop, $.fi4 the ealvee 
eame jumping out, kickmg tip Hkeilr he€il» aad paMng 
off with their mothers, Wot so, however^ with an 
old billy goat, that remained m> tke court room 
thumping on the Judge's eitaod. Be w^as tied hard 
and fast in the chair oocupted by hie B^onor in pre- 
siding. The town gathered to see his Honor on the 
bench — presiding in horns! The boys enjoyed the 
result of their pranks, innocent of any fcnowtedge 
as to how came the calves^ and honest Billy* White's 
old billy, in the court-room. It all passed off as a 
joke, intended for the eaiTs of the Judge of the 
" Court of Pleas and Quarter Sessions,"* who was m 
Ifce habit, when on the bench, of getting diy, and 
calling on the Sheriff: 

"Mr. Sheriff, adjourn court, and let's all go antf 
take a hom.'^ 

Many amusing incidents and anecdotes were told^ 
of old Holtshouser's court. He was firmly impressed 
with the idea that his court could not err; he re- 
garded himself as the arbiter dictum of the court and 
the law, as was illustrated in the case of old Johnny 
Giddins. The old-man had absented himself from 
home for some cause known only to himself. Be 
had gone in the direction of Arkansas, fetalground 
to travel over in those days. His long absence had 
confirmed his family and friends in the belief that 
he had "gone to that bourne from whence no traveler- 
returns." Application was made to Holtshouser'^ 
court to declare his estate vacant, and for an admin- 
istrator to be appointed. The requisite proof of his 
demise was made/ and the- administraton of his es^ 
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Ht» regnAsaij o^ned. The wiiftl twe allowed fof 
modkig^ up {M»d closing the. adrnj^istcatioa elapsedf 
9»A the ecrtia^e waa dirtributed ao^oag tb€[ heirs aod 
l^ateea. In the courae of a abort time old man @id^ 
4iitts> to^rned up alive), m^ appeacod^ befoire^ Halter 
hoiiaer'9 couirt perform popawam^ damandiug that hi^ 
estate he veetored tp him, HoltshoUBCit h^ard Mxa 
through,, axud then, replied : 

^^ Sir, your cai^e seems a hard o^e,, but it caa't be 
helped now. This court has declared that you are 
$xtmctu$ d^wvotus-^^dead ! It is the decision of thi^ 
court now* This court can't err. Mr. Sheriff, ad* 
jpurn court, and let's all go and take a horn." 

My &ther was very little suit^ for a tavern-- 
keeper. Coniscioafl of his personal rights, and stern 
in maintaining them, he exercised little patience in 
the short-coming of othei»» He worried under a 
practical joke* A rigid old^ide Presby terian> he bcr 
Ueved in training up the young " in the way they 
should gp." He put his foot down upon the E|ight 
amusement of the "boy^ about town." It but 
sharpened their appetites for a little fun at his ex- 
pense. The new bell, put up in the belfry, was in- 
viting for a little innocent amusement. They began 
their fun, to his great annoyance, by ringing the 
bell in the dead hour of night. The bell wa& neve? 
rung at night, except a few taps for the hostler, or 
in the event of fire. Every few nights the bell 
would ring. It annoyed him so that he vowed that 
the next night it rang he would find out, by some 
strategy or other, who did it, and pepper the fellow 
well with, duck t^hot. The boy^ were delighted that 
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the ^' old 'Sqaire/' as thej ealled him, was annoyed ; 
it was what they played for. They went to work, 
npon a strategy of their own, to increase the volume 
of their fun, and increase if possible, the." 'Squire's" 
annoyance. One night (the moon was shining 
brightly), the bell commenced ringing; my father 
got up and dressed himself, and put fresh priming 
in his gun, charged with a load of small shot. My 
mother endeavored to dissuade him from going out; 
that it was better to let the boys alone ; that they 
would stop ringing the bell when they found that it 
did not vex him. He was resolved, however, to put 
a stop to it; then calling up the hostler, he threw 
his cloak around him, and went for the bell-ringers, 
sending the hostler up on the building to find out 
by the string the boys had tied to the bell, the di- 
rection they were concealed. The bell continued to 
ring furiously, as if the town was on fire. The 
hostier reaching the top of the building, discovered 
the fellow that was ringing, he sliped off of the roof 
and down to the ground as quick as he could, say- 
ing: 

^^ Master]! master! I found him, he's straddle 
the new sign aringing all his might ! come quick, he 
couldn't help seeing me when I was on top of the 
house; come quick, before he gets away/^ 

My father moved round in front, and there the 
fellow was, sitting straddle of the sign, pulling at the 
string with increased jerks, the bell ringing louder 
than ever. 

"Come down from there, you miscreant! Come 
down, or I will pepper you good," he said. 
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The fellow's ann eontlnaed to jerk the string, and 

the bell kept ringing. 

"Stop ringing that bell — ^and come down from 
there, or I will fill you fall of shot. Won't you 
stop ringing that bell and come down ?" 

The fellow straddle the sign continued to jerk the 
string as though he would drive the clapper through 
the rim of the bell. In the meantime the town 
people had began to gather on the public square, the 
man on the sign continuing to rin^ furiously. My 
father could stand it no longer. He had given the 
fellow fair warning, and he still continued his 
aggravating jerks at the bell. He raised his gun, in 
the act of shooting. Tom Taylor^the lawyer, put his 
head out from a window above and hallooed out, 
"Don't shoot, don't shoot, 'Squire, it will be mur- 
der — bring a ladder." 

It was too late — bang went the gun. 

"Let it be murder," he said, as he brought the 
gun down from his face. The fellow didn't flinch, 
but continued jerking away at the bell-string, the 
bell peeling away in the clear, still moonlight. My 
father became excitingly mad, and vowed that he 
would load up with buck-shot and bring him down. 
Just then the ladder was brought. The hostler was 
ordered to go up and fetch him down. 

"Bring him down," said my father, "dead or 

alive." 

"He ain't dead, sir, see him ringing as hard as he 
can," said the hostler, as he went up the ladder. 
Beaching near enough to ret hold of his leg, he gave 
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it a trmneadoufi jetky farin^og it aff^ajfr fiiowi his 
body, and let it drop, Baying : 

^^ There's his leg, modiery yoiak ebot it; off; be's^ don 
stop ringing now." 

A good many of the town pe(^le bad gather^ 
^ound after the firing of the gun. When the leg 
dropped to the ground, with the hostler's iremark, 
" You have shot his leg oflf, BaaQter," a ru3h wa& 
made to see it It was neither flesh, bone,, nor 
bipod. The joke had exploded.. The bell-ringec 
was brought down — a. well-shaped man of straw> 
minus a leg. The "sell" was complete.. Many of 
the town people felt that they were equally " sold" 
with my father, who, after the excitement passed off, 
enjoyed the joke In his dry way. The boys werQ 
satisfied, but nobody knew who did iU The exb 
planation but increased the interest of the " sell." 
It was well-planed, as the boys about Covington 
knew how. The strategy was a success. The new 
sign stood in a line with the belfry, and the old 
court-house, which stood in the public square, and 
was two stories high. The man of straw represented 
awell-shaped man, dressed, capped and booted. Sev- 
eral strong fishing lines tied together, one end tied 
to the bell-clapper, and the line stretched across to 
the upper window of the court-house, the hand of 
the man of straw fastened to it, gave the operator 
inside of the court-house perfect control. Whenever 
he would pull the line, it gave the appearance of 
having been done by the man astraddle of the sign. 
It being a bright moonlight night, the operator 
could see through th^ wiudow what was goi^g oa 
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around Ae^ eagiipofit, so* whasr the> hoertieff got haid of 
the xnsna o£ straw the joke exploded, axird the ope^ 
rator lefb his place' of ooaceadment 

A tavern or hotel was more partiisula^ly a public 
place than now. The pnbMfC felt thdtt it had a right 
to say and do pretty much as it pieced, so the bills 
wei?e paid. Bwearing, the taking of the Lo2*d-s. 
naxae in vain, was coisbmon. tiien as now; Kothing 
annoyed my father more^ Vulgar and: profaiie' 
language he abominated; pro&nity at his table was 
beyond his endnvance. Passing through the dining^ 
room one day (it waa during court week) his attea^ 
tion was arrested by ^^ dam that mule! dam that 
mule! what a h — ^1-fired wicked beast he must have 
been !" Just then my father reached the chair of tite 
individual using the pro&ne language. It proved 
to be his old friend Msyor Richmond, fix)m Browns*- 
ville, who was attending court The humorous. 
Major had dropped his kni£B and fork, had his gaze> 
fixed in the fik^e of another guest who had taken, 
his seat at the table opposite him, when my father, 
laying his hand on the Major's shoulder, inquired' 
the cause of such language. The Major sprang to 
his feet upoQ the instant, witliout taking his fixed 
gaze from the fenae of the man before him, ex- 
elaiaied: 

"/ teas only contemning the da — , the infernal^ conr 
f&unded, everloLstingly-tmcked beast — the son. or daughter 
of ajackaas^for spoiling the beauty of that genUemmC» 
faee^^ pointing at the man across the table. 

"Tot, tot, totj" says my father,'* Major, that is one 
of pur most CKcelleut and worthy citizens — hk &.ce 
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becomes him mach. Mr. Shaakle, allow me to ia- 
troduee to you my old friend Major Richmond ! " 

Shankle accepted the introduction, and he and 
the humorous M^jor joined hands across the table, 
the Maj or humorously apologizing for his mistake. 
The reader must know, as all who knew him will 
attest, that if an ^' ugly club " had been formed in 
Tipton, our friend George Shankle would have been 
unanimously chosen its first president. 

Major Richmond and George Shankle became 
firm friends after that. Shankle used his influence 
in getting the Major employed in all the " road cases," 
which, in those days, encumbered the docket on 
" State days." An old time and highly esteemed 
first settler was 

MAJOR JAMBS SWEENEY, 

a neighbor of George Shankles. The Major kept a 
house of entertainment on the road from Covington 
to Randolph. Always in a good humor, he delighted 
to have his friends stop witii him; fond of good eat- 
ing himself, none knew better how to gratify the 
need and appetite of his guest Few men were 
better or more favorably known in the county. He 
was noted for his excessive laughter, his risables 
ever in tention ; often when alone he was known 
to break out in a horse laugh at some humorous 
thought of his own. In asking or answering ques- 
tions, his habit was to use language in the relative. 
His manner and language in the use of words was 
peculiarly his own, rarily ever failing to produce 
merriment and laughter. For instance, he would 
walk into a store when wishing to purchase a pair 



in West Tennessee. 161 

of children's shoes, he would inquire of the clerk 
or store-keeper if they had anything relative to little 
children's running about out of doors. Knowing 
well his manner of expressing his wants, the store- 
keeper would, without further question, hand out 
the article called for. A party of the Major's friends 
was passing his house one day in the month of ilfo- 
vember; the Major was hard at work in his garden 
digging away with a hoe. The party halting at the 
fence on the roadside, hallooed to the Major in- 
quiring what he was driving at. He rose up from 
his laboring posture, with one of his side-shaking 
laughs, saying: 

"I was just getting the rust off this grubbing- 
hoe, by way of preparing a bed relative to straw- 
berries and cream next spring." Major James 
Sweeny is kindly remembered by the people of Tip- 
ton for his hospitality and many kind acts. 

Covington was a thriving new town; stores and 
business multiplying, particularly the tippling shops." 
People drank then, as now, except they then took it 
at intervals^ but now they take it as a regular, con- 
stant drink. Liquor seemed to have more effect 
upon the people then than now; it may be that it 
was stronger, or possibly their not taking it regu- 
larly, as is done now, had something to do with it. 
The best men then, as they do now, ''imbibed," or, 
in the language of the " Court of Pleas and Quarter 
Sessions," they all took a "horn." When court was 
in session, and on public days, the country emptied 
itself of the mail population into town, and none 
blushed to take a drink, who felt like it. Liquor in 
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those days seemed to make people more belligerent 
than now; it may have been liiat they feared less to 
fight, because of the absence of the revolver in 'overy- 
body's pocket, as is not the case in the present aga 
Certain it is, that never a public day passed off in 
Covington without sundry fights; without some- 
body's nose smashed, eyes gouged, or heads braised. 
Liquor was said to be the cause of it all. It was 
very seldom that any one was fatally hart The 
first killing I remember to have occurred in Coviftg- 
ton under the head of murder^ was by old Tackett. 
We all remember old Tackett; he had killed hiB 
man in North Carolina, and escaped the gallows by 
fleeing to Tennessee. He put a load of squirrel- 
shot in Deputy Sheriff MitchelPs breast. Mitchell 
lived several days after he was shot. Upon a pofd- 
mortem examination being had, it was found that 
five or more shot had penetrated his heart. Tackett 
was tried for the murder, and found guilty of mur- 
der in the first degree; his lawyers obtained a new 
trial for him. Upon his second trial he was found 
guilty of manslaughter, and sentenced to be branded 
in the palm of the left hand with the letters " M. S.," 
which was done. 

Another murder case occurred not loHg after 
yet remembered by the old citizens for the nov- 
elty of the mode of arriving at a verdict. A man by 
the name of Gray was accused and indicted for 
killing his wife. Few cases excited more interest 
than Gray's case; he was defended by the best 
talent the bar afforded, and the case occupied sev- 
eral days; the jury received the judge's ehacge late 



in West fema^me'. 168 

at nigkt, being, wdl nigh tired out from thei? pro- 
traeted sitting during the triaK Returning to the 
jury room it waa soon found that six were for bang- 
ing and six fbr clearing the criminal. Finding that 
they could not agree upon a verdict, they sent the 
baliff over to the judge's room to say that they were 
hung — ^that it was vtot possible for them to agree 
upon a verdict. The judge told the baliff to go 
back and inform the jury that if they did not agree 
upon a verdict they might remain *hung' to the end 
of the term. The baliff reported back the pleasure 
of the Judge. They went to work again to find a 
verdict, but couldn't; they seemed more firmly 
*hung.' To remain hung for the balance of the 
term was trying to their worn-out patience. When 
it was proposed as the shortest and the only way 
tkey could * agree,' that the best ' old sledge' player 
be selected from each side of the verdict, and a 
game of six-card seven up decide. To this propo- 
sition they * agreed ;' a member from each side was 
chosen, a deck of cards brought, and the game be- 
gan. Gray's life was staked upon the turning of 
a card. The game was close, six and six, when the 
j«por from the clearing side turned jack. They found 
a verdiet post haste , an d the baliff wa6 sen t to bring the 
Judge over. The Judge was prompt in getting on 
the bench, and ordered the Sheriff to bring in the 
jtiry. They were stan<Mng at the door of the jury 
room waiting. The Clerk called over their names 
and asked: 

** Gentlemen, have you agreed upon a verdict?'' 
The paper was handed up and read : 
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" We, the jury, fiad the defendant not guilty/^ 

The writer is informed that the juror who " turned 
up jack" is yet alive to attest the truth of history. 

An aggravated stabbing under the law occurred 
not long after the Tackett killing, at the "movers' 
camping ground" near town, on the Brownsville 
road. Bufus Garland, a most excellent good citi- 
zen, of good family and high respectability, lived 
some four miles northeast of Covington. Bufus 
would get into a spree once in awhile, and when in 
a "spree" he was permitted by all who knew him 
"to have his own way." His friends, and he had 
many, would facilitate his vein for humor and fun, 
rather than oppose him. To. say Bufe, "you must 
not do this, or that,'' or take hold of his horse's 
bridle when he should want to ride him in the 
galleries, or through the house, was like putting 
your foot upon and adder's head. Quick as an ar* 
row from its bow, he would strike ; it made no dif- 
ference who. He played .sweetly upon the fiddle. 
When in one of his sprees the fiddle was his boby. 
He would mount his horse, with fiddle and bow in 
hand, and ride, as on a race, all around the square 
playing. His horse was trained to suit bis frolics, 
and seemed uqually fond of it with his master. 
Qoing up flights of steps and leaping out again was 
one of his favorite amusements. But Bufe's spreea 
finally got him into trouble. Starting home one 
night, (he never left town, when in a spree, until 
after dark), several of his friends and neighbors 
with him; passing the movers' camp fires he reigned 
up his horse and vowed he would make him leap 
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the long log fire that was burning brightly. Hiead- 
ing him to it he put spurs; before reaching the fire 
a stout young man rose to his feet and seized the 
bridle and checked up the horse, with an angry 
oath, "I'll be damned if you do." Garland was off 
of his horse before hia friends could get to him, 
perforating the young man all over his chest with 
his little four and a half inch dirk. Garland was a 
small, very small man, quick as lightning and 
active as a cat. The effect of liquor upon him 
only set his brain on fire. He had stabbed the 
young man in a dozen or more places, many of them 
fatally aimed. Doctors were sent for and they pro- 
nounced him mortally wounded. Garland got on 
his horse and rode home, saying that he would 
come to town next morning. The young man was 
quartered in a house near by, and properly attended 
and nursed; his life was dispaired of from day to 
day for many weeks. In the meantime Garland went 
to jail. It was not deemed a bailable case in the event 
of the death of the young man, and he was kept in 
jail for several weeks. The jailer was a good, jolly 
fellow, and having perfect confidence in Garland's in- 
tegrity, he gave him the freedom of the limits of 
the building. The jail had just been finished ; large 
and new. The jailer with his family lived in it. He 
was a tinner by trade, and had his shop in one of the 
rooms of the jail. Garland had him to make a tin 
fiddle, which he strung up and amused himself with 
making tinny music. The people from the coun- 
try, as well as town, flocked to the jail to see the tin 
fiddle and hear Rnfus play on it The reader caa 
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well imagine the character of souiid that would eome 
from a tin fiddle. It was arti0tically made in all it»part», 
with Bound-post, and well strung. With the magic 
bow in Rufus' hand it in very truth gave out sweet 
strains of tinny music. ^ Those who were boys then 
can certainly never forget Rufhs Gurland'» tin fi(^ 
die. 

The young man finally got well; Garland was 
bailed out, and what the verdict of the jury was in 
the case is not within the recollection of the writer, 
there being no malice in the case, and Garland 
being a worthy good citizen of property and stand- 
ing, it fell among the ordinary cases of assault and 
battery. 

T^E UIQR AND WELIi-MEJ^ITUD CHABACTSift OF TEB 
LAT£ aHANDVILI^fi P. SSABCT 

is deserving more thai, a brief sLteh, and » flu> 
better historie pen than mine. A long and strong 
personal attachment which existed between the 
writer and the subject of this brief notice, beginning 
when he entered upon his career in Covington, ruii^ 
ning through a quarter of a century, renders the 
duty, however, a pleasing one. His high and weit 
merited character as a man and a lawyer ranked 
him pre^emintly among the men of mark in "West 
Tennessee. In manners, easy and gracefnl, soul 
AiU of warm, generous impulses. His persoael was 
attractive and captivating upon sight. His eoun* 
tenance, unvarying in its reflex of kind and gener- 
ous sentiment, was the admiration of ev^ry person ; 
unclouded intelligence seintilated from eveiy fea- 



in West Temiessee. 16T 

tare. A mitid <iompreh€nsive with purity of 
thought, imtaitively •correot, fertile in expedient and 
itnaginery, few were better fitted for the profession 
of the }aw. Clearness asd simplicity marked his for- 
ensic eftbrts brfore both court and jury. When 
jftiost vehement) and, not unfrequently, when the 
occasion was great, his fiill, clear, ringing voice rose 
to the chmax of eloquence itself. As a lawyer or 
Advocate, he avoided the ftrts and crooked ways 
known, as ''^ sharp frcufMee^^ ever maintaining the 
dignity and purity of the profession. He was fitted 
for every station at the bar, and no lawyer was 
more successful in his cases. Before a jury, his 
manner was earnest and most impressive, never try- 
ing their patience; seizitig tipon the strong points in 
the case, he held their minds enchanted, until, as by 
intuition, he read in their faces a verdict. As a 
criminal lawyer he had no superior — ^he was the lion 
at Hie bar on " State days." 

An incident occurred in one of his efforts before 
the jury at Covington tjourt, illustrative of his great 
self-possession and capacity of turning to his advan- 
tage an incident calculated to break a link in the 
argument or confuse the case. It was a case in 
which the character of his client was attempted to 
be aq>er8ed by the breath of slander; the argument 
against him had been strong and ingenious. At the 
moment when Colonel Searcy had reached the tusmt 
of his best forensic effort; when his genial face wae 
beaming with expressions irresistible ; his rich, full 
voice thrilling in interest and delight to the intelli- 
gent peeiv «f -file land, by an excited justicolation 
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the stove behind him was jostted, and down fell the 
long stove pipe upon the floor, between the speaker 
and the jury box, separating at every joint and fill- 
ing the court room and jurors full of dust and soot 
Simultaneously with the rising of the dust and soot 
a gust of wind came through the windows (it was a 
blustering March day) dissipating the dust and soot, 
greatly to the relief of the jury. The incident, 
instead of interrupting or clowding the brilliant and 
glowing eloquence of the speaker, it rose higher and 
brighter. Seizing upon the mishap as opportune, and 
tipical of the downfall and breaking assunder of the 
ingenious argument of his adversary, he pointed to 
the stove pipe on the floor which had fallen apart; 
from which came the dust and soot like the foul 
breath of slander, with which it was attempted to 
blacken and asperse the character and fair name of 
his client, and which was dispelled and dissipated 
by the refreshing breeze; wafted away by the pure 
breath of heaven. His manner was majestic, and 
his eloquence burning and electric^ it gave him the 
verdict. It is mentioned that the jury, in recurring 
to the case and the incident many years after, spoke 
of it as their " stove-pipe verdicf 

With no other source of income but that arising 
from his large and lucrative practice to support a 
large family, he was kept from engaging in other 
fields of intellectual combat, save on incidental oc- 
cassions. Possessing in a high degree the mind 
and attributes, happily fitting him for the states- 
man, his name was often mentioned in connection 
with the United States Senate. He had made a 
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difltiiigiikUng mark m a p^litiofil d<^bab»*. la ac^ 
cord with tbe ^^ai statorai^n Ci^ and Webster iu 
politieal MntimeotyitheoooLplaxioa. of tbe rule iu 
popular poMca wm ad vwie to,him« Coloaeil SearcQp 
was A native of Teaneeaea^ bis ifatiUer waa for ma^jr 
jneaiB Qlerii: of the Federal Court at Naahville, wbera 
be read iaw. Admitted to the bar ia early life, he 
began hie eareer in the practice at Covington upon 
tbe otgrnmng of tlve first oaurte of that opuwtj. 
He removed to Seixxervilie in 1840, and soon ^terr 
ward fixed his resideace in Memphia, where he died 
ia 1864, in* the fnllneaa of hia weltonerited hoxH>rfi)i 
aaid m ithe vigor of hia usefolneas. Aa a Mend and 
companibn^hiB geniality of soul and toiOiLper Unked 
him to hia fiallow-tnaan aa with ^^ hooka of 8te^l.^' 

9PHB 90UBTH Of JtlLY Af OOVDreTO^, AHP O0LOKS& 

CR0CKBT7. 

Colonel C^*eokett ftJit fhat his valuable aerrieea 

is tbe Twentie^di Congreaa in betudf of his imoM^ 

diate constituents aad tfaeTepublio ait large^ entitled 

him to a re^Jeetion. His iidvent in the Cbngress 

of the United Statea had given rise to many in* 

teveadng aneedotes, and. amusing incidsnts aod 

carieature& The representative of the Big Hatchie 

Distrk^t had lost nothing of Uia pofmlaiitj; on tbe 

contrary it had rather increased by tbe aid of " Jaek 

Bowniag" and other wits and humorous writers of 

the period. The Colonel entered tiie eanvasa of 

1829, with a bold and confident front He had 

worked in the anti-adminiatratioB party, afterwards 

ealled tbe Jackson party. He wsis antirtararifi' in 

ftivor of economic refor)n, and lettin'g'the 4ieiual set* 
8 
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Her have his land at a ^ bit an acre." ' The Colonel 
was not permitted, however, to nm throngh the 
canvass alone ; opponents came ont thick and strong; 
the field was a large one, embracing all of thirkm 
counties — ^Madison, Haywood, Henderson, McNary, 
Hardeman, J^yette, Shelby, Tipton, Gibson, Oar- 
roll, Weakly, Henry and Perry. Colonel Adam R 
Alexander, of Shelby, felt that his merit and capacity 
was equal to the duties devolving upon a Con- 
gressman. Captain Joel Estes, a worthy and highly 
respectable citizen, north of Big HiEttchie in Hay- 
wood, was a candidate. The Captain was among 
the earliest emigrant settlers in the Big Hatchie 
country, a native of "the Mother of Presidente" in 
old times, and, withall, a gentleman of more than 
ordinary ability. He sought to reach the hearts and 
minds of the voters of the district by addressing 
them tiirough a lengthy circular, instead of taking 
the field and stump. James H. Clarke, of Tipton, 
a merchant and rising man of Covington, who had 
worked himself up from a peddler's wagon to a brick 
frtore, enterprising and ambitious, his mind was 
turned in the direction of Washington, and he be- 
came a candidate against Colonel Crockett. Polir 
tics began to run high, an the mUeage was no incon- 
siderable object. 

On the Fourth of July of Aat year Colonel 
Crockett and several of his opponents met at Cov- 
ington, The "glorious Fourth" was a big day infold 
times,* without being made more glorious by the 
presence of such distinguished personages. It was 
the spread-eagle day in the land, and everybody and 
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his neighbor wAs d)ere, s^ for a wonder it neither 
thundered or rained* 

Before Qjoontid^, the curlipg blue smoke through 
the dark green foliage of the tall elm, and the ^till 
taller oak» was seea mtsendmg from the long barbecu- 
ing pits on the hill to the southwest of town, 
indieatiBg the place for the people, to gather at. It 
was in the groire where protracted revival meetinge 
were uaasdly held. A large bu&h arbor had been 
made, and a broad platform stand erected for the 
oiaitor and distinguished persons to occupy. Yankee 
White was the orator of the. day^ — Yankee was pre- 
fixed to his name to distinguish him from the othei 
Whites of the town, beside, he came from Yan- 
keeJand, and was a very good citizen; he came 
within a few votes, on ov^ oocasion, of being elected 
to the Iiegislatiire« The day was propitious; the 
bright aiinsbiae nuide everything look gay and 
beantiful, and all pres^it were patriotically happy. 
Several volunteer companies were <m hand hiuidr 
somely uniformed. The order of the day was an* 
nounced &om tiae conrt-house door. The procession 
fonaed on the public square and moved toward the 
grove, aniiaated by the fife and th« drum, discours- 
ing national music. As the pmcession nearad iba 
stand greeted for the>^ occasion,'' the horsea and mules 
hitched to the young stplingB and swinging limba 
of the trees became inapirited, and began prancing 
and dancang around tiieir moorings. Getting still 
nearer, many became excited, broke lose and vaulted 
away through the moving masses, with saddle^kirt^ 
Midst the neighing and snorts. of the 
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animated and excked bonee, wfaickermg of ocAts 
and braying of mules; with the dram and fife, and 
the sea of the moving masses of men, women and 
children, closing in for poEntion and place, and the 
clear, blue smoke passing up through the long rows 
of pigs, shoats, lambs, mutton and veal^ soioking 
and brown, with fames most appetising, the ghriaua 
Fourth was marshalled in« The stand was filled 
with the men of ti^e day, and, after the reading of 
the Declaration c^ Independence: ^We bold these 
truths to be self-evident, that all men are ham 
equal,'' etc., after the order of old times celebra- 
lion, the orator of the day rose and delivered his 
^Spread Eagle" speech to the sea of upturned fiices, 
whose souls, filled with patriotic impulses, made 
more glorious the ^< occasion" by repeated shouts and 
clapping of hands. Then came the dijotneiv^the 
barbeeue-^spread out, on long tables, covered with 
clean, white linen. The w«U browmed and juicy 
libs and saddles, bread baskete piled up with home^ 
made risen bread of both corn and Aour, pots and 
pans of rich chicken pie, interspersed with tsirts, 
pies, puddings, cakes and pickles for the giria (sffie- 
tiung even to write about), enough fiir all, and 
basket^l to cany hopie; 

Dinner over, and toasts thmugh with, a call was 
made for the candidates for Qongress to take the 
itand. Crockett ! Orockett ! from an hundawd voices. 
The Colonel ascended the stand, tods: off hi* katy 
deliberately pulled off his eoat, and hung* .it ftp, 
presenting himself in his jifaditsleoTes, midst deaf* 
ening afiplause said huzaafas* Tits evening waa 
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close and hot — not ft breeze slirrihg, save from the 
mrtneroiis turkey-tail fans in motion, in the hands 
of tiie patriotic matrons present. The recollection 
of the writer does not serve him in giving even a 
synopsis of the ColonePs speech. It was plain and 
sensiMe, however, with now and then a dry, witty 
alluflioti to his educated opponents, which would 
bring down thunders of applause and ** hurray for 
QrockiUy^ and ^^ harrmf fcf Davy J* " Be sure you are 
right, then go ahead.^' The Colonel was followed 
by the other candidates in order, the last speaker 
being Major Jim Clarke. Excusing himself on 
axjeount of the lateness of the hour, he sianply 
aiKBounfoed himself a candidate for a seat i'n the 
Con^gress of the limited Btates; saying that it was 
getfiog late in tike aftemootn. That, for a Wonder, 
it had not uained ^ the "glcwrioas Fourth;" that, 
^d^g others by Mm^lf, he cocicladed that *^all 
were getting dry. That over at his store were five 
ifvec-gidkm demijobn^, which would speak fbr hiis^ 
in the fullness of the spirit with which they wisre 
ftUed.^' With stieh a talk, th^ Major leaped from 
the stand, and Bhouted for all to follow him. 
Clarke bad made a ^^te&-strike," leaving no ddeid 
wood behind him. It was the only one he made in 
the eanimss. The day of tibe election was close at 
hand. IDie resfilt of the vote was, for Crockett, 
6,786; Alezandel*, 4,300; Estes, 182, and Clarke 9. 
Clarke, it it due his mismoky, as well as the history 
0i file eattvaas, to say withdrew from the field, and 
engaged ia the buildisg o/'a turnpike across the 
"^Big Hatchie bottom, where his hard earning went 



9 p 

174 Bemiiiiscences of Old Times 

drifting with the turbulent waters <rf the riven 
In jufitice to the memory of Captain Joel £«le8, 
who was perhaps the most inteliectual of the oandi^ 
dates in tiie field, it may not be inappropriate as &. 
part of the history of the times, to allow a p^aoe in 
these pages, for the following^ taken from the 
Jackson Gnzette, a newspaper then published in 
Jackson, Madison county, by Cotonel IX C. 
McLean. It appeared in the issue of that paper of 
the 16th of August, 1829. The election having been 
held on the first Monday of the same month. 

"Mb. Editob: As the election is now over, per- 
haps it would not be amiss, nay, justice, to «a(y what 
was the cause of Captain Estes not holding a better 
poll. A great excitement having been raised 
among the people by the friends of the two great 
political champions of the West, Colonels Crockett 
and Alexander, that a correct, mild and independ^it 
political course was swallowed up in thoTOitexdf 
ambitious buzzing. It is to be hoped that the time 
is not far distant when this electioneering mania 
will cease, and true merit, nntrameled by party 
spirit, will assume her dignity of character. 

[Signed] "A Vo«m." 

As a specimen of the amusing interest the repre- 
sentative of thirteen counties in "West Tennewee 
afforded to the newspaper men of those days, I copy 
entire a speech the Colonel is reported to have 
made during the canvass of 1629, by a correspondent 
of the Missouri HqmbKcon. The correspondent 
writes thus: 
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** The honorable Mr; Orbckelt, being on the day 
of election at one of the huertings in Tennessee, and 
having heard twd'^ Ws ablei opponents address the 
people, was at a loss how to attract their attention 
to the remarks he wished to make, and asked the 
gentleman who had just spoken how he should 
effect his object, to which the gentleman replied 
(intending to quiz), * mount that stump and cry, a 
bear to be skined.' Davy taking it litterally, 
mounted the stump, and sung put at the top of his 
voice, *A bear to be skinned,' when the crowd 
gathered around him, and he began : 

"* Friends, Fellow-citizens, Brothers and 
Sisters : On the first Tuesday, previous to next 
Saturday, you will be called on to perform one of 
the most important duties that belong to free white 
folks — ^that are a fact On that day you will be 
called upon to elect your members %o the Senate 
and House of Representatives in the Congress of 
the United States, and feeling that in times of great 
political commotion like these, it becomes you to be 
well represented, I feel no hesitation in offering 
myself as a candidate to represent such a high- 
minded and magnanimous white set 

" 'Friends, fellow-citizens, brothers and sisters: 
Carroll is a statesman, Jackson is a hero, and Crock- 
ett is a horse!/ 

" * Friends, fellow-citizens, brothers and sisters : 
They accuse me of adultery, it's a lie — ^I never ran 
away with any man's wife, that was not willing, in 
my life. They accuse me of gambling, it's a lie — 
for I always plank down the cash. 



176 Bemiimcmm ^ W Times 

They accuse xae of being » dnmk^rd, it's a d— 4 
eternal Ue— for wluaky o«a't pqaM 9^9 dj^^opk.' '^ 
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GAPTEB Vni- 

The Mountain Academy — James Solmes, D. 2)., His 
Pupils — My Roam^Maie — Style of Dress — Camp-Meeting^ 
^-^Youth and Love. 

If oitiar of the Big Hi&tehie wAa yet a part of Tipton. 
It was not until 1886-7 l^at it was embraced in the 
county of Lauderdale^ which was establierhed in 
^bat year. 

My fttber had become satisfied with his experi- 
ment at tavern-keeping, and returned to the old 
homestead north of tibe HatcMe. As yet there 
were no good sehools in Tipton norlh of the 
Hatchie. My next eldest brother, who was being 
educated for a lawyer^ was sent to college at 
Kashvllle, and I to the "Mountain Academy," an 
institution just founded by the Beverend James 
Holmes. 

The establishing of the "Mountain Academy" 
marked an era in the educational department of 
Tipton, and no one dontributed more to the forming 
of a correct state of the society of the county than 
its able and accomplished founder and principal. 
The school was long noted as the best in West 
Tennessee, and hundreds of youths were instruced 
atid trained there, who became eminent a« teachers 
and professional men. The name of James Holmes, 
D. D., is more intimately connected with West 
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Tennessee as an educator and instructor of the 
youngy both male and female, than, perhaps, any 
other man of letters. Imbued with the fvindamen- 
tal principles of practical philosophy, his every 
undertaking was marked by tke clearest light of 
reason and sound jundgment. As a man, he lived 
aKfe of Christain virtues, ignorant of remorse, and 
blameless. 

Mr. Holmes was a native of Pennsylvania, his 
birth-place Carlye. His father died when he was 
in his childhood, leaving him to the tender care 
and training of a pious mother. He was noted in 
early life for his studious habits; graduating at 
Dickinson College before he was tweaty-^Mie, he 
repaired to Prinston, and entered the theological 
school. His feeble state of health, however, re- 
quired that he should relax his studies for tiie 
ministery, and seek a recuperating field ; none better 
offered than the mission among the Chickasaw 
Indians, which he accepted in his twenty-third 
year. 

In 1824, we find him among the Chickasaws, 
opening a school for the teaching and training of 
the red children of the forest. The reader can 
picture to himself the youthful missionary assem- 
bling the red men of the wilderness, grouped under 
the shadows of the uoble forest trees, near wbece 
Pontotoc, Mississippi, now stands. The oW chief 
and his braves, seated upon the ground^ the old 
men, women and children, forming the biicl^ ground 
of the picture, with the young graduate standing 
erect before them, relating the object of his .mission. 
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Alo»6 in that wild tefritory lie stood, in the sprmg 
time of life, away from old associates and familiar 
sceMs^ May we not conalude that his language 
aaad words epoke^y were iu the spirit of the great 
and pure founder of his native State. When speakr 
iog to the Algonqoins he said : 

" We meet on the hroad pathway of good faith and 
good will* I will not call you children nor brothers 
only, for brothers differ. The friendship between 
you and me, I will not compare to a chain, for that 
the rains might rust or a fallen tree break. We are 
the same as if one ma,n's body were to be divided 
in two parts. We are all one flesh and one blood" — 
(pointing to the heaven above) 

< Wiiere the acmii of heaikem. go, 

Wh >. better live than we, ihoi^h less they know.' " 

Mr. Holmes labored among the Chickasaws from 
1824 to 18S3, when it was decided to remove them 
west of the Mississippi. 

As a mark of the high esteem in which he was 
held by the Chiakasaws, a large number of Indian 
girls imd boys followed him to Tipton, and remained 
under his tutilage until they were required to return 
to join their red friends in their removal West 

The second year of Mr. Holmes' sojourn among 
the Chickasaws he was accepted as the husband of 
the noble and heroic Miss Sarah Van Wagenon, of 
Newark, N. J., whose first wedding tour was among 
the children of the forest, who cheerfully exchanged 
the luxuries and comforts, the pleasures and enjoy- 
ments of the cultivated and refined society of her 
, native city, and braved the perils and hardships in- 
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eident to life in ft smhg^ teftkbiy, toiimwiAi the 
BdML she loved, ftad shmre wilb him hk pleasore^aiul 
triamphA. Few y/nrw a»e marked wi^i Mchr iMro> 
ism. Mrs. Hobmi tondyM h^ iioUe haaliaBd, 
aft«r a happy wedded lift of lbrtifHM'V9Q jtmis. ' 

The <^ Mountain Okiirt^'' was orgiuii2sed in hin 
house ]Q 1884, and he wae made a fuling dlder. 
Feeble lungs, and coBseqoMit weak v^ice, d«b«red 
him from taking an active part in the minidtiy. in 
the early history of the ^^ Mountain Choreh'' an 
occasion offered illustrative of his great dbfacacter 
and influence. It is related that some diffieully 
grew up in the church, difficult to settle, nxA likely 
to work harm. When the olood of discord por- 
tended evil, and was moat thrilliag, Ms nmooth, 
even-tempered good sense lighted up the reason of 
the contentious, producing au inunediale, amicable . 
adjustment He possessed in a high degree a sa- 
gacity of mind which enabled him to separate that 
which belongs to individual prejudice from that 
which commends itself to the more ratioruU. He 
ever avoided the jars anH jarring of men, and con* 
trovevsies. His words, at all times '< freighted with 
truth,^' commanded the ear and enjc^ed the confi- 
dence of all men. 

The degree of D. D. was conferred on him in 
1846. In 1849 he was elected to the Presidency of 
the West Tennessee College at Jackson. The crf- 
lege never prospered mor« than while under his 
management Still preserving his love and attach- 
ment for the people of Tipton, with fond memories 
of his early teaching fit the ^^ Mountain/' he dis- 
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solved hkr ooimMlm) mth the eollege ml Jackson, 
attd fixed his reiftidettce ia Oa^viQ^dn, taking* charge 
of tlie ^Female Seminary" at that ^Oaoe, which coa^ 
tiiiiied iMUder Mb maitiagdiii^ii uf) to the dme of his 
deafth. Th&b lai^ bahd of j^onng brewed, who live 
to adorn Ibe aociety of West Teumessee^ t]?aoe with 
pride mid pieaAure thek training and edo^cation and 
lefined deportment back to the/^ Mouiitaaii Acad- 
emy" and the ^^ Female Seminai^7," and attest the 
trath of this brief sibetch of my old preceptor, whose 
memofy we alike venejatei 

I had comniiencsed this brief ricetioh of Mr. Holmes, 
and had written to him asking a synopsis of his 
early lifi^ and wato answer^ by Ma sua, referring 
me to an obituary notice of him, 

A m<»*e loving charact^ I nerer knew—a theme 
worthy a better pied. His long and eyentfol life 
has bec(»ne history ; his nobte Ohristiaa virtues live 
embalmed. in the memories of all who knew him< 
He had lived all the davs allotted to man ; horn on the 
2l8t of August, 1801, and di^ on the — > day of 
February, 1873, in the seventy*first yesu* of his age. 

A touching incident, beautifully illustrative of 
the wonderfol power and influence exercised by Mr. 
Holmes over those who fell under his trmning and 
pupilage, I m»y be permitted to relkte a story told 
me, moet interesting in Indian life. On the fourth 
Chiekasaw bluff, in the vicinity where Court Square 
is situated, long before Memphis was a village, at 
the mouth of Wolf^ stood an Indian hut, the dwell- 
ing place of a half-breed; (his wife was a fall blood). 
From them apmng many sons. One of them, the 
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place for rest and eating. Taking out his battle of 
whiskj again lie withdrew <iie stopper* When in 
tibre act of p«ttin|r the fiery floid to his Kps^ the 
same thonghts mdhed opon him again* Rkiiiig to 
his feet, and witiiont tasting, he dashed it against 
the nearest tree. Befivriiing himseif again from the 
bright waters of the wilderness, he ate his frugal 
meal and continued hia walk. Beaching the mis- 
sionary station — ^i t was on the Babbath--^his people had 
already gathered at the chappel in tiie shady grove, 
he made his way to it and took bis seat among them. 
He had learned to speak and understand English, 
and was an attentive listener to the man of God. 
In the discriptive portion of the discourse, as it fell 
from the lips of the pure Christian man, truthfal to 
nature and most touching and gentle in its delinear 
tion of human devices aimed for the destruction of 
man, the young red man realized his own situation, 
and read in the strong picture of human misery and 
sin, drawn to very life, the picture of himself. 
Illustrating most truthfully incidents and scenes 
connected with his past career, he concluded at 
oDce that the story of his past life had been 
told to the preacher. Rising to his feet in the 
midst of the discourse, he slowly glanced his 
eyes over the gathered multitude to see if some of 
his companions and associates were not there; 
Whether they had not arrived ahead of him and 
related to the good missionary much of the truth 
of what he was saying. Finding none c^ the 
those his eyes had searched for, he rusumed his 
^eeat riviting his eyes upon the divine i^>eaker. It 
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seemed to him that <iie harden of Hie disooarde was 
speeiaUy directed at him. He rose again and 
seaned the members present Finding none that 
he knew among his bhiff associates, he sank npon 
his seat The spirit of the whits man% God had 
rereated to him the wjiole trvdi and he beoune a 
Christian. 

'I bofurded with ^Hhe best man in the world/' old 
Father Wikon. The fieyerend Hngh WUson was 
a oo-laborer witih Mr. Holmes, as a missionary and 
teacher among the Ohi<^a»aws;his aim and object 
in teaching at the ^^ Moantain'^ was to establish a 
^^Mannal Laboring School/' the expetimMit finled, 
however, and he migrated to Texas. 

My room-mate was a rising yonng man — ^a benne- 
ficiary scholar — under the auspices of the Pres^y-^ 
tery sent to the ^< Mountain,'' to be educated for the 
ministry. A pure, pious Ohristian was Andrew 
Allison, also a beneficiary, and boarded with f&ther 
Wilson. Everybody loved Allison, and- nobody 
loved my ro<Hn-mate, yet he loved himself^^the very 
embodiment of selfishness. Bom so, he couldn't 
help it; ugly as home«-made sin, yet he was vain 
enough to think himself handsome; that he was 
vain in that, I will put his picture in a frame, and 
the reader can judge. 

In bight, he was under the average of men in 
that day, he might have been five feet five, with 
more body than legs, very square in the shoulders, 
w:ith arms, when standing erect, reaching to the tope 
of his boot-legs, hands broader than a beaver's tail, 
with fingers like young '^handiEqpikes." Darwin' 
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would hftM selected him as a fair specieaeii of the 
^Origin of Man.'^ Hia hair^black and shiney, kept 
BO hy Ute prof ooe use of beara-greeae ;- ey aa tmaU 
and likewise blark, gKataniiig like a chinqiiepiii ; 
daik akin, iihiak and bumpy, with mtrath aad Doae 
not unlike other people. Yet, his month had its 
expreaeion more p«onKar to himself than otber peo- 
pk, lips mtber thin, were long enoogh to lap ov&t, 
iHit be had a way of suddng thetn in at the coriH^ra, 
418 if they had been atained with molasses. But his 
tooty he woi^ a No. 11 brogan, being rights and 
lefts, the right shoe was a better fit on the left foot, 
as was die left: ahoe a better fit on the right foot. To 
wear them thus, the toes of bis ahoes didn^t turn 
o»t any. He was rather inclined to be bow-legged 
and lightly pigeon-toed. Such is my recollection 
of the person <^ my friend and room-mate, while at 
the ^* Mountain Aeademy." He was sanetimanumsly 
fiofus. "Sot mnoh in sympathy with him, I was often 
the subject of a pious lectnre from him. He rather 
took it upon himaelf to keep me in the '^strait 
wi^,'^ especially on Sabbath days. An incident 
OGCUived while we were pupils together, and dwell- 
ing in the same log-oabin, that gave me the mastery 
OTer him, and put ab end to his piotid ieetures, greatly 
to my relief. Father Wilson and bis good wife, 
with whom we bearded, were of the old ^^bine 
stoeking^ order. Notibing was allowed to be cooked 
on the Sabbath. CM com risen bread I abominated, 
berides two meals were ratiier short, even in the 
short days of eariy '&11.. The potato pa4)eh being 
?»onrrenreBt, I made out, without grumbling. My 
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room-fiuite, like myself, was food of roasted pota- 
toes. The patch was. very convenient. We had 
to pass throa^ it in getting to the cabin we 
oceapied, and he was an expert grabbler. He had a 
quick eye in discovering the best hiU& Girding hie 
long, *^ band-spike " fingers aronnd a weli*fiUed hili, 
he would bring out a mess at a haul. On Sundays, 
however, he would neither grabble or ett, and lec- 
tared me for the ^^sin of the thing.'' I took his 
lectures for what they were worth, roasting rath^ 
more on Sunday nights, to make up for the loss of 
my third meal. 

It was the habit of my room-mate to spend his 
Sabbath evenings down at the house with Father 
Wilson and the family, seldom returing to the cabin 
until after prayers. One Sunday night I filled the 
fire full of potatoes, and walked up the hill to pay a 
visit to my eldest sister, who was likewise a pupil 
of Mr. Holmes, and boarded with him. My visit 
was necessarily cut short, to return and look after 
my potatoes. When nearing the cabin, I discovered 
some one through the cracks of the logs stiring in 
the fire. I quickened my pace, reaching the door, 
I shoved it wide open, and who should it be but my 
pious room-mate, from whom I expected a moral 
lecture for violating the Sabbath day. He had 
taken out one of my best yams, (having smoothed 
the ashes over the remaining ones), and was in the 
act of blowing the ashes oft* of it as I stepped in. 

" Halloo ! " says I, " you here ? Is prayers over ? " 
He had began to squirm and twist himself around 
in the chair. Replying to mc, he whined out (it 
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^fu^ bid liabft to ieoH ottt his woid8)y and said that 
he was "^ feelings b«l*-4hait he had a sorter gripingJ' 
Ht8 difiomiiferlQre was so grest, tha^I began to .feel 
fw hin, aad rattle away some uoiiBeiia^ or other. 
In the meantime he was squirming as thoogh in 
paiOy while dHifiDg my jsan down into his breeehes 
po<^0t It eo<iit began to bum beyond hisendar'« 
ance, when he rose, and made a quick move for the 
door, th« steHm rising 'ham the sQioking->hot yam, 
as he made bie exit. I ealled to him to ^ bold on, 
I would go to pimyefB: with hinu" Pulling my pota- 
toes out on the hearth, I leaped out of the door^ 
and foUowed him, keeping so cloee that he could 
make no disposition of his hot toraieBtor. It was 
terrible on him. Tight pants were then the style. 
He had on his best Sundays. The tights kept his 
bnrmng companion dose up to bis skin. On he 
went leaning to it, until we reached the boose, and 
opening the door, we found the family making pre* 
paratioo ibr prayers. We sank down ia the nearest 
ehairs, whan Father Wilson called on AlMson to 
read. During the^ feading, my rootn^nrate was rerr 
resAsfls^ twisting about in his seart, attracting the 
attention of Mother Wilson. My frame of mind 
was grelUly in aym^ntby wiitb his voffMring — won* 
dering whether be could get hts frame of nuod in 
ihft stuaight way by the time the reading was 
through with, as be surely would be called on to 
pray. The saoied book closed; we all went down 
upon our kneee, and he was called. on to pray. I 
nenr beiSosre heaofd him pray so w«Ut he prayed 
hard and earnest for all sinful flosh-**for us not %o be 
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i$mptid; tliat we ahovild not Atmfel^ ^tenr that which 
was forbidden, dwelling long c^Mi the fotef deprmvi^ 
of man. Ae he warmed up the poistoes eoded 
down. I had forgiven him-^he had meribed for- 
giveness, and I freely forgave kim in that, that I 
never let him know that Z had oaai^ hitti in an 
aah^ trick. The joke was too good to ^e kepft from 
Allison. 

The first camp-m«eting held in tkot part of the 
country was in the oounse of preparatloo, in the 
Glopton settlement, some stK miles from the 
'^Mountain.'' I may be permitted to make mysejf 
the hero, in showing off the iaishion and style of 
dress, as weU as a ridiculotts fmahstp^ IbrmiEg an in- 
oident in real life* 

It was seldom that I missed- going to a big meet- 
ing or a ball, when in reach of me. To this oamp^ 
meeting I was bound to go. It cwie to my knowl- 
edge that a party from Bandolph would be there, 
with wh<M!n a certain young lady wottUL sanely come, 
whish greatly increased my anxiety to go. It was 
abomt the time lor me to geft a mew suit of cloth«s« 
To get them made, and in tiii»e for the eaoap-me^sig 
I went into Oexrinlfton two weeks beft>re hand, a»i 
ordered tfaem^.resolvitig to be ia the tqf> $m/ikight of 
the £mhdon. I went to SiU MeGatghey, a fashion- 
able yoang tailor. Bill had just reoeii^ his Mi 
fashions^^liiie latest styles from STew York 'and 
Philadelphia. He was a very fine artist in the way 
of gating up a good fit I was well shaped fiw 
ii^hteen-t^^tood six feet in silk stoekingB and dano* 
ing pumps* Only lacking in fiesh, BUI and mjmM 
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wmvB ihe eiame wmeAo aibvtfon. He aiwajs wore 
fine fitting dotlvoA of hi» own make, iUnfitsative of 
the style, as well as the art he hftd attained in his 
trade. He took my measure for coat, vest and paats. 
The cleth for the aiiit^ witk full triummiagg^ buck-* 
turn and huttens> with hlmoki aiUc ^^dt for ikA 
ooHar^ was sent to his sbopw Xhe ehith for the eoat, 
harewH; style, fi^ock; coining down, tci the laiees; 
vest, buff eaiimese^ with bifight gilt bottoofi; and 
panii, pongee silk, lavender coloiu 

The handsome yoeng: professoir 6£ the ^^ goose" 
and I were good Meiids. He promised me a good 
fit, and in lime fov the can^hmeetkigk I returned 
to the *' MouAtain^'^ well pleait^ed wiih .myjelf and 
the rest of manldod. 

Tbe time having elapeed for mjf. ^mt ix> be ready^ 
I went in for it. They were veady^ and I tckd them 
en. The fit Wa& ohaiming. Bilihadaddbd another 
leaf to hie laureis fos being the beet^fitting teikxt 
tei<toWGu 

The^coat set well i:fpe» my a^tiSiiQ shoulders; the 
tmi AiH^ and cemaog wril dbiito ie the ksieea,. with 
its high doulMatbveaqledjroUang eolher. The pmnta 
were ia the tip e£ ike etyto^^-ti^smdMli^g ti^t es 
tibie^kftH firote Kb* knielai i^^ncrfMiiigiii looeSbeas 
de^n .to tdM» Ited ; b^ittoo^d dewti with bseid. strafMi* 
The vest el. a ligktsbiiff oesttmese^ wnik &moj gilt 
bnttpBS~«>betk»ed up to 4be thneii;. I &lt theft none 
wtAild .be at Hke cassip-meetkig' better deessed er 
KKMoein tiie stjle^aAd was all aaoel^ to he en ti»e 
gneend^ My j&md Bill pitt than i4> in a neat 
i^ascely^attd I reterned to. the ^*MQ«Ptokx." I was 
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up the next morning bright and early* I had pfo* 
eored a horse from Blder Lyim» and borrowed 
Father Wilson's saddle. 

The riding on horse ba^ six or more miles in 
my pongaes troubled me, Lest they should becooae 
soiled* I had wrapped the stirrap-leathers and 
lengthened them oat, to keep from bending my 
knees^as misoh as possible. In prm trim I was 
ready to moant The horse was a tali one* Find* 
ing it difficult to bend the knee, I sought a stomp^ 
vaulted into the saddle and road away at a rapid pace, 
to keep ahead of the crowd. An hour's ride brought 
me in sight of the smoke and bustle of the camp* 
groaads. The site had been well selected in the 
heart of the forest ; the undergrowth grubbed out, 
the young trees trimmed up, and avenues opened. 
Every possible attention had been given to render 
the grounds pleasant and inviting. It seemed as 
thoQgh everybody was there. For hundreds ci 
yards around the stand every available busk and 
hitching place had been appropriated. 

Biding around to find a safe piaoe for faitehing, 
and a convenx^it log or stump to aid nue in dis- 
mounting, I oame upon tiie carriages iind vehieles of 
IheBandolph party. By aecidenk I had idlen into 
th0 company of friends and acquaintances. My 
hoxee was taken in ohiffge, and an invitation to make 
the carriages my headquarters, I was not hmg in 
finding out that Miss C. was of the party. My 
feelings were ixesepressible'— in a mass of delight at 
my good hick. Bitfaer I was in kyve, or I was not; 
I felt that I was. And if I was not, it was all the/ 
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oatte m if it were a veritaUe £EM9t. I liad met ber 
before, and not always ^^by chance;" "[Hie laat 
time we met was at a ball, and we danced together 
more tiian once, and twice in sQoeeesion.; and, 
wearied not €f each c^lier. ' It had not taken a serir 
ons shape, however. I had only played upon the 
terfaoe. Tet I was within a stride of deep waten 
I soon learned that tfae field was not alone to .me; 
a rival was upon the ground in cdose attendance. 
He was a dangerous oi^e; for he was rich, beside 
he had wit, and was most agreeable. But b^ was 
old in years — double my age; yet he was good look- 
ing and tall; only a little ball on the top of his head, 
with flowing black locks. He looked beet with his 
hat on. 

I felt my youth, and never was more prond of it 
I was vain enough to think it would eventuate to 
my advantage. I feared only his riches. She, lik^ 
myself, was young and ardent. It was most natural 
for young people to love one another. We soon 
met; he joked me about her, and complimented 
my tailor. I was pleased and flattered; I became 
bold, and ftlt like ^ taking the bull by the horns.*^ 
I was in love. The ladies of the party w^re up at 
the stand. We walked leisurely to join them* 
They were grouped togettier on the outskirts of the 
stand. A glan<»ng look toM me that her eyes were 
upon us. Casting my ^es down upon my pongees, 
and adjusting my coat collar, I left my old bachelor 
friend and rival, and moved with the elasticity of 
vain youth and joined the party. She was the belie 
and center of attraction in the little circle. Young, 
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UHbe ftnd frebfa,.g«3^ and frolicaoflrie «ui a spottb^ 
lamb of a May momvag^ tall and miMt bewitcbingly 
ikaped, wMi cftotteM of bHgkt, gtooey ligfat4>roim 
hair laHibg anMind her btoaid white forcheod, Imig 
ladies, % duide darkir, Mngimg mmt tbe purest blue 
eye, fanrge and olesr, refleoting -a generona, loving 
natiiTe--^e Tery Booi of k>v«. Voiee vieh, fftll and 
ma&ieal as it Ml fipon her ^ond lipe; wilb her 
ailrery lai^h flhe was ^rfecitly irrcaadibie. Ikinery 
featnre «f her young, loving ftee in tmison with a 
soul born to loi^e, acintilbited « pleaanrable hope, 
ae I walked i»p and clasped her m^ nnglored 
hand with « w»rni and impresBive ehake, a ^aam 
of affecti(HM6te pkaauie lighted up her ooovtenaiiee, 
assuring me that our greeting was agreeable^*— that 
ehe yet remenbered when last we danoed together. 
It was yet an hour before tbe noon eerviee wonld 
begin. I suggested a stroll in the grove, ofiering 
my arm (quite a fashion in thoee da^B). Taking it, 
she expressed her detighi that the opportunity 
offered by which she eoidd 4ecaptt the gaze of bo 
many new &eeB. Pasavng neair my did baiteheior 
friend and rrnal, who yet remained where I had left 
him, and who bed been a "looker-on,'* a fartit^e 
glanoe came from under his daik brows. We 
passed on in a eportiire maainef imd Mk, legardless 
of the eonsequetit remarks of the k>oker8-6n, or the 
cnriotis inquieitifye, until we reached the carriages 
of the party. Sntering the one she had eame up in, 
we were atene to oureelTee. Counting not the joy- 
ous, happy moments (hours were as but moments ^o 
us), we wer^ alone until the hour for noon service' 



to begin, in a delinnm of delight and love — joyons 
as a loving dream, until the spell was broken by 
voices nearing the carriage. Several ladies and 
gentlemen of the party, including my rival, came 
up. To relieve the dituatfton, which, oy their approach, 
had* become a little embarrassing and to show oft* 
the agility of youth I made a spring, leaping a dozen 
or more feet, lighting in a hard place, turning my 
ankle; my knees gave way, and in the effort to re« 
cover my feet my pongees gave way — bursted from 
knees to hip ; naught saving my utter exposure but 
^e long-'tsil toown. My diagriii w«6 bieatpremiblei 
Maidng the beisrt of an boui^'s \&r^ umd triumph, i 
G^t wttb my room-mate that night. 
8 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

Bando-ph in Old Times — lis Better Days — Lost the 
Chance of Becoming a City— Spirit of Internal Improve- 
ment of that Day — Early Settlers — First Newspaper in 
the County — The MurreJl Excitement — Expedition to 
Shaume ViUagee, 

BandoIiPH, a4: the period it is the purpof^e of this 
chapter to introduce to the reader, was the mort 
flourishing business river town in West Tennessee, 
on the Mississippi. It was the " receiving and for- 
warding" town for Tipton, Haywood, Fayette, 
Madison, and Hardeman. Eligibly situated imme- 
diately below the mouth of the Big Hatchie, which 
was navigable for small steamboats as high up as 
Bolivar, it received a considerable trade from the 
counties east of Madison and Hardeman. 

Had the project of connecting the waters of the 
Tennessee river with the Hatchie, as was suggested 
by a few enterprising men of that day, and recom- 
mended by Governor Cannon in his annual mes- 
sage to the Legislature, been carried into efiect, the 
whole trade and trafic of North Alabama and the 
Tennessee valley would have fallen into the lap of 
Randolph, and Memphis would have remained a 
"village at the mouth of Wolf " for an indefinite num- 
ber of years. The age of progress, however, was 
yet in the womb of time. The political prejudice of 
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tfa« day was, for the most part, averse to projects of 
internal improvement. For the life and trade of 
Randolph, it happened to be in the infant days of 
Democracy, when the minds of the people were be- 
ing educated in the doctrine of "strict construc- 
tion." The Southern bias was taking root, Jack- 
son-, Clay, Crawford and Adams giving shape to 
new parties founded upon the economic manage- 
ment of the government. Mr. Monroe, then Presi- 
dent, had elaborated the subject of the power of 
Congress. to grant aid and foster works of internal 
improvement, and took grounds against it. The 
few enterprising men in the Big Hatchie country 
had their appetites sharpened by the success and 
popularity of the subject along the northern lakes, 
where canals were being cut. The great Clinton, of 
the State of New York, had taken the " bull by the 
horns," and practically demonstrated the utility and 
advantage of such public work. With like feelings 
and enlarged views, they regarded the example a 
a good one, and sought to apply it to the develop- 
ment of their own section. It was no go, however. 
The strict-construction and economic party thought 
nature ought to take its course. They thought it 
best to permit the Tennessee river to continue to 
roll on in her transverse course, washing thA 
shores of a higher latitude, and entering the Mis- 
sissippi, with the waters of the Ohio, two hundred 
miles above the mouth of the Big Hatchie. 

As a specimen of the narrow views to which the 
people were being trained and educated in those 
days, in reference to works of a public character, 
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the propositioii for the construction of a post-rood 
from opposite Memphis to Little* Rock, lunply iDos* 
trates, and is referred to as a part of the history of 
"Old Times.'* 

Among the many ccrmmtimca'tions to the press of 
that period, I copy the following from the Jackson 
Gazette, a newspaper published in Jackson in 182&* 
It purports to be from the pen of one of the lead^ 
ing men of that day. It begins thus : 

"Mr. Printke — ^In looking over the last week's 
Gazette, I notice, with astonishment and surprise^ that 
Congress has ordered a road' to be cat, at puiHe 
expense, from the ViUage of Memphis^ better known 
Iu9 the Chickasaw Bluffi, on the Mississippi river, to 
Little Kock, in Arkansas territory. The making of 
this new proposed road will cost the United Siaiitoe 
an immense svam of money, and little or no good will 
result from it except it will be to hM imt the idea 
that Memphis, like the famed city after which it is 
named, is conspicious upon the general plan of the 
map of our State— -an Indian trading, post, at moet^ 
insulated from Tennesse8« The mioiis of the 
people have become heated and tntoTieaJted wpwi the 
subject of inkmal imprat>ement This numia for.' m* 
temal improvement^ I fear, will never rest until it 
has caused Hie United States Treasufy to be dugorj/ed 
of her last shilling. There are, in my opinion^ bh^ 
tilings as national sins, and though punishment to 
individuak may be reserved to anoHier wovid, 
national punishment can only be inflicted in this. 
The evils we are suffering must be put an end to/^ 

Now, reader, what think yoa was.the^amoBiijt afiN 
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propriated by Congress, out of the United States 
Treasury, toward cutting the proposed road? To 
be exact, it was eleven thousand six hundred and 
seventy-four dollars and eighteen and three quarter 
cents. So Randolph, after holding Memphis in 
check for fifteen or more years, lost her only chance 
of becoming a city — ^the largest commercial city in 
West Tennessee. 

The removal of the Chickasaw Indians west of 
the Mississippi river, and consequent bringltig into 
cultivation the rich and fertile lands of North 
Mississippi, facilitated the birth of the era of rail- 
roads to Memphis, and Randolph waned. As Mem- 
phis prospered Randolph declined, until her mer- 
chants and business men drifted witii the current of 
prosperity, and landed at the mouth of Wolf. 
Bayless, Bowles, Smithers, Stewart, Laurence, 
Steel, Booker, Temple, Latham, and many others, 
who did business under the bluff at Randolph, 
changed the heading of their ledgers, and posted in 
their earnings from the bluff at Memphis. Ran- 
dolph as it was, is now only in name, and lives 
alone in the history of *• Old Times in the Big 
Hatchie Country." 

The rich and fertile table kinds in the vicinity of 
Randolph early attracted men of wealth and intel- 
ligence. Among the first ^as 

JESSES BEKTON, 

who settled below Randolph, on the Mississippi, 
before 1824, as in that year we find him a candidate 
on the Presidential electoral ticket as a Crawford 
elector. MemphiB was the nearest postoffice. Lii- 
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placable, with singularly strong personal prejudiije^ 
he became A law unto himself^ and soon migrated, 
when menaced by settled neighborhoods, to a more 
frontier country — TexaS; XJncompromising iu his 
personal predilections and opinions, it is said that 
he was inexorable in his enmity toward his brother 
Thomas H., and General Jackson. Many incidents 
illustrative of his character are remembered, the 
following, possibly, the strongest : He had entrusted 
a lot of stock to an individual in whom he had con- 
fidence, to take to Louisiana and sell. Upon his 
return, he reported that he had been robbed on his 
way back, of the money. Benton rejected his story, 
and required that he produce the money or suffer 
such torture as he thought fit to inflict upon him. 
He still vowed that he had been robbed. The im- 
placable Benton did not, or feigned not to believe^ 
and ordered his overseer, with several negro men, 
to take him across the river to an island and box 
him up in a certain hollow tree, and there to be 
kept, without food and water, until he disgorged or 
told the truth about the money. They did as he 
commanded — dared not do otherwise. After several 
days he went over to receive his confession, making 
the negroes take a cross-ctit saw along. The hollow 
tree afforded just room enough for his victim to 
stand upright. In that position he had been kept 
more than three days. Finding that he could not 
starve him out (for he still held to his same story), 
he ordered a couple of negro fellows to take hold of 
tike saw and saw the tree down. To work they 
went, the saw soon cutting its way into the bellow. 
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The delinquent, finding it was Benton's intention 
not only to saw the tree down but to saw him into, 
cried out, as soon as the sharp teeth began to menace 
his fleedi, to hold on, that he would tell all the truth. 
With a most pitiable wail for his life, he told that he 
had gome into a gambling house in Kew Orleans 
and lost all his own money, and in trying to get it 
back he had stalced up Benton's money, and lost 
that, and had to work his passage back, etc. Ben- 
ton, believing that he had gotten the whole truth 
out of the fellow, spared his life. In the meantime 
courts had been organized in the county, and the 
matter got before tihe grand jary. 

Orvil Slielby, a generous, kind-hearted, genial 
compp^nion and neighbor, became the owner of, and 
fised his place of residence upon, the <^ Benton 
place," and contributed to the interest and advance- 
ment of society in and around Randolph. The 

ALSTOSrS, 

in whose veins coursed the best blood of the " Old 
North State," established a large plantation several 
miles back, and became, by their native courtesy 
and good manners, an acquisition to the society of 
the village and vicinity. They owned two of the 
best fiddlers the followers of Terpsichore ever 
danced after — Jim and Ossian — father and son. They 
were the pupils of the celebrated North Carolina 
violinist. Hey Nunn. They played at all the balls 
in the county, and were often sent for to play at 
Jackson and Brownsville. 

Colonel Tom Robertson lived a happy life " up 
on the hill," the "latch-string" of whose door was 
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always on the oattide. Gtefteroos and moet hospi- 
table, fiill of anecdote and pAssioniitelj foiid of a 
good joke, he entertained gldrioufiiy. One good 
laugh of his would dispel Hie mnuj c^ the Ytilage. 

was the pioneer new8t>aper Buut of Tiptcm. He 
early settled at Randolph, aiid pobUshed the BaiH 
dolph Reeordy a '^ rich, rate and epicey " little sheets 
whose editor was most ezedleni good ciompany. 
Noted for his lively, persobal chaMeter, with a genial 
smile always upon his ruddy §no»y without blemish in 
the ^' social/' he was a weUome guest in eveiy house* 
hold. Life with Frank l4Mfeham» in ^ ^M times," was 
ever in the merry silnshine. He yet enjoys life in 
the shade of venerable y^ars* 

Randolph came in for her shiire of the Murrell 
excitement, prevalent in those days; Thid ^^ Murrell 
Clan '' were not mylhd; tidey V?«re veritable men of 
extraordinary boldness and daring. They counted 
their numbers by hundreds, and ranged from the 
Walnut Hills, at the niouth of the Yazoo, to th^ 
mouth of the Big Hatchi^. They held their *^Grand 
Council " in the de^, dark woods of the Mississipin 
bottom, in Aakansas, twelve or more miles below 
BMidolph and some six miles from the riVer, neaa^ 
Shawnee Village. The Writer yet i^etaifis a livel)r 
recollection of the many scenes and incidents of 
that thrilling and eventful period. Robbery, theft 
and murder occupied and filled the minds and en- 
gaged the attention of the people from Yicksburg 
to New Madrid. It was the theme in the quiet 
family circle, as well as public talk, and the 3ubject 
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of mnakipal ordinanees afnd regnlatiotis. Everj 
town along the river had its vigilant committee and 
patrol, for the protection of life and property. Ban* 
dolph had its vigilant committee and organized 
patrol, and every stranger tiiiat entered the town and 
neighboriiood was ^^ qpotted '^nntil his business and 
personal beoame satisfiictorily known to the guard- 
ians of Ihe town. 

The Olansmen's moiE^ usual {dace of crossing the . 
Mississippi, was a short distance below the << Benton 
place.'' In tracking their way to and frcnn the 
" Grand Coandl Tree," a notable sycamore, stand- ^ 
ing in the tickest of the deep forest, towering above 
all other trees— discernible for miles around — a 
beacon to guide the foot*steps of the Clan in gather- 
ing. They seldom traveled over the same trail 
more tiian once, that they might elude the vigil of 
all who were not of their plan. The size of the 
^^ Council Tree," at its base, equaled the notable In- 
diana sycamore at the mouth of the Big Pigeon, 
which is said to measure, at its base, seventy-five 
feet around, and capable of stabling in its capacious 
hollow, twenty-four horses ^t a time. It was at this 
tree, and in its great hollow, tiiat John A. Murrell 
and his Clansmen met in grand council, and formed 
their dark plots, and concocted their hellish plans. 
Most of tibeir depredations were committed along 
ihe river, and in the night time. Seldom a night 
passed at Bandolph without the capture of su^ri- 
eious persona. It is keenly remembered by the 
writer,, who was a member of the patrol at Ban- 
dolph, in those .V dack a^d bloody days/' that one 
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dark night (the darker the night the better tor 
their wicked purposes, and the greater the neces- 
sity for the patrol to be on the alert), the patrol 
were out on the river front above town. In the 
dead, silent hours of the night, the gentle rippling 
of the still waters from the diarp prow of a boat 
came gliding down near the shore* The patrol had 
taken a position at the mouth of a deep cove, fmrmed 
by the flow of the waters from the high bluff. It 
afforded a safe moorine for small boats. The sus- 
picious craft moved in close to shore, and ran into 
the cove. Several yards from the river's edge, 
waiting until they had made fiist by running an oar 
down in the soft mud, when the Captain of the 
patrol threw the light from his dark lantern full 
Upon them, the patrol at the same time leveling 

- their double barrels. Three stout, broad-shouldered 
sinmers stood before us; an old gray-hdred lark, and 
two younger — ^father and his two sons. The old 
man, who stood in the stern of the boat, dropped 
something from his shoulder into the water as soon 
as discovered. The water being shallow, however, he 

• was required to fish it up. It proved to be a wallet 
filled with burglar's tools. They were marched 
up to the headquarters of the vigilance committee, 
and immediately put upon trial under the code of 
Judge Lynch. The wallet contained sufficient evi- 
dence to insure conviction and speedy execution. 
On account of the gray baars of the old sinner, and 
youth of his two sons, the»penalty was modified to 
corporeal castigation. They were sentenced to be 
denuded of every vestige of their clothes, stretched 
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across a cotton bale, and striped with a three and a 
half foot "cowhide," at intervals,^ until day began 
to break, the old man to receive two licks to the 
boys one. That when day began to dawn, that they 
.be taken to their boat, stark naked, tied hand and 
foot, and fast to the bottom of the boat, &ce 
upwards, gagged, with a placard posted upon their 
foreheads, written upon each, that if "ever caught 
again on the east bank of the Mississippi, in Ten* 
nessee, a twenty-five pound bag of shot would be 
tied around their necks and they become food for 
the datfish;" the boat to be carriedout in the mid- 
dle of the current and sent adrift without oars. 
The sentence was fully executed, and their up-turned 
faces greeted the first rays of the morning sun. 

It was during those bloody days that an occur- 
rence happened some twelve miles below Randolph 
that shocked the whole country. A most atrocious 
and diabolical wholesale murder and robbery had 
been committed on the Arkansas side. The crew 
of a flatboat had been murdered in cold blood, 
disemboweled and thrown in the river, and the boat- 
stores appropriated among the perpetrators of the 
foul deed. The " Murrell Clan " were charged with 
the inhuman and devilish act. Public meetings 
were called in different parts of the country to 
devise means to rid the country and clear the woods 
of the " Clan," and to bring to immediate punish- 
ment the murderers of the flatboatmen. In Cov- 
ington a company was formed to that end, under 
the command of Maj. Hockley and Grandville D. 
Searcy, and one, also, formed in Randolph, under 
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the ccunnnind of Colonsl Orvil Sh^by. They met 
at Randolph aad organiised into one ^ompsuQr, nn^ 
der oommand of Ck)lonel Shelley, A flatiboat» 
guited to the purpoge, wag proouredi Mid the ezpch 
dition, oonsiBtii^g of some eighty or aa hundred 
men, well armed, with eeveral dayg' ratioof, floated 
out from Randolph, and down to the landing where 
the wholegale murder had been committed. Their 
place of destination wag Shawnee Village, gome six 
or moie miles from the MigmiHppi) where the 
Sheriff of the county resided. They were first to 
require of the Sheriff to put ihe offenders under 
arrest, and turn them over to be dealt with aoc<ml* 
ing to law. To Shawnee Village the ej^ditiou 
moved in single file, along a tortuous trial through 
the thick cane and jungle, nntil within a few miles 
of the village, when the whole line was startled by 
a shrill whistle at the head of the column, answered 
by the sharp click! click! click! of the cocking x>f 
the rifles in the hands of the Clansmen, in ambuabf 
to the right flank of the moving file, and within less 
than a dosen yards. 

The chief of the Clan stepped out at the head of 
the expedition, and in a stentorian voice commanded 
the expedition to halt! saying: 

"We have man for man; move forward another 
step and a rifle bullet will be sent through every 
man under your command." 

A parley was had, when more than man for man 
of the Clansmen rose from their hiding places in 
the thick cane, with their guns at a present. TJpi^ 
expedition bad &llen into a tr^ifi; the jQlami^en h#4 
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not been idle in finding out Uie movements against 
them across the river. Doubtless many, of them 
had been in attendance at the meetings held for the 
purpose of their destruction. The movement had 
been a rash one, and nothing wbs left to be done 
but to adopt the axiom that " prudence is the better 
part of valpr.^' The leaders of the expedition were 
permitted to communicate with the Sheriff, who 
prcmdsed to do what he coijld vsx having the oftenders 
brought to justice; but, alas for Arkansas and 
justice ! the Sheriff himself was thought to be in 
sympathy with the Clan, and the law was in the 
hands of tiie Olansraen. The expedition retraced 
tOieir «t^8. Had it not been ao formidable, and 
srell known by the Clai^men, every member of it 
would hare found his grave in due Arkansi^ swamp. 
It was not long after, when, throng the heroism 
of Virgil A. Stewart, John A. Murrell fell into his 
trap, which resulted in the Clan being scattered, 
and their oitganiaaiion broken op. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Lauderdale Formed out of Big Jffatchie Territory — Key 
Comer Established by Henry Rutherford^ in 1789 — 
Rutherford and Porter the First Permanent Settlers — 
David T. Porter the First Bom — Cole Creek Bluffs — In- 
teresting Topographical Features — Discovery of the Three 
Graves; Their History Worked out in Romance, 

Tipton, north of Hatchie, together with a slip 
oft* the northweBtern corner of Haywood, and a 
fair loaf off of the southwestern part of Dyer, 
formed the present limits of Lauderdale, which was 
erected into a county by an act of the Legislature 
in the year 1835. 

The first magistrates appointed for the county 
were Robert C. Campbell, Benjamin F, Johnson, 
Jeremiah Patrick, Milton G. Turner, John H. Max- 
well, Able H. Pope, William Strain, Elijah B, 
Foster, Henry Critchfield, Cristopher G. Litsworth, 
Henry R. Crawford and Henry R, Chambers. They 
met at the house of Samuel Lusk the following 
year (1836), and organized the first County Court, 
electing Robert C. Campbell, Chairman; William 
Carigan, Clerk; Guy Smith, Sheriff; Isaac Bradon, 
Coroner; Samuel Lusk, Ranger; Thomas Fisher, 
Register; William T. Morehead, Trustee; Milton 
G. Turner, John H. Maxwell, Able H. Pope and 
Robert W. Campbell, Revenue Commissioners; 
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Griffeth L. Rutherford, R. S. Byru, Hiram C. Keller, 
Henry R. Crawford and Robert W. Campbell, Com* 
missioners to sell the lots in the newly established 
county town, Ripley. 

The first Circuit Court was held at the house of 
Oeorge Byler, in 1886, and David Gilliland ap- 
pointed the first Clerk. It is not within the limits 
of the plan fixed by the writer of these reminis- 
cences to treat of the period when Lauderdale 
became an independent county. The territory, 
forming the county, being within the limits of the 
Big Hatchie country in "old times," takes in "Key 
Comer" and the "Cole Creek Blufls," which is not 
m«pe interesting for its wild and romantic scenery, 
than bordering the famed hunting ground of Davy 
Grookett, and the many incidents in pioneer life. 

KEY CORHBR 

dates its history from the year 1789. When the 
State of North Carolina meditated the transfer of 
her territorial rights to the lands embraced Avithin 
the limits of the present State of Tennessee to Con* 
gress, with a view of its being erected in to a State, 
certain owners of North Carolina land grants ob- 
tained the services of Henry Rutherford, a surveyor, 
to piswh forward west of the Tennessee river, upon 
the lands then owned by the Chickasaws, and make 
certain locations. Rutherfoi^, organizing his sur- 
veying party on the Cumberland, descended that 
river in the fall of the year 1789. Working their 
way down to the mouth of the Forked Deer, he 
poled up that stream until he struck the first high 
land, wUch happened to be at the point of inter- 
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section of the Oole Greek Bluffs with the Forked 
Deer river. There he laaded, and made his first 
mark upon a small i^camore tree in the shape of a 
key, which he established as the corner of his ftiture 
surveys, firom which time (1789) it has been known 
as the ^^ Key Comer" upon all the maps of snbse<» 
qnent surveys. 

In 1819-20, Henzy Rutherford and David Port^ 
found their way down the Cumberland and up the 
Forked Deer, and made a permanent settlement at 
the "Key Corner," which became the nudeus of 
the first settlement on the Forked Deer river, which, 
before the counties of Tipton, Haywood and Dyef 
were formed, was known as the "Key Comer Sei* 
tlement." Henry Rutherford and David Porter 
were among the first prominent settlers in West 
Tennessee, and among the most pominent men. 
The first "grist mill" was built at "Key Comer,'* 
known as " Batherford's Mill." The first setdars 
about Brownsville sent their com to the "Key Coc- 
ner" to be ground. Rutherford was made County 
Surveyor, which office he filled as long as he liv^ 
preserving to the day of his death, which occurred 
but a few years ago, remarkable good health, and a 
most wonderful recollection of the early inddeBrts of 
his life, and inarked with clearness and precision the 
surveys made by him more than three score of yeais 
back. 

The first child bom on the temtory embraced 
within the limits of Lauderdale county, was 

DAVID T. PORTBB, 

in the year 1820, at the "K^ Corner." Reared in 
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the lio^se of hiB birth, he in honored by having 
nerer lived anywhere else. Like the fixedneee and 
rtability of Rutherford's sycamore, he has lived 
fifty-three years at the same place, having, during 
tfaati time^ resided in three counties by continuing 
to live at home. Prominent among his neighbors, 
and highly esteemed for his courage and manly 
bearing, he was made a Captain in the Confederate 
florvioe, which position he filled with honor. 

John Fli^in came from Knox county and settled 
near the "Key Corner" in the year 1822, and shared 
with the early pioneers the perils and hardships of 
the wilderness, and left his name identified with the 
land of his early adoption through his sons; the 
most prominent of whom, Benjamin M. Flippin, is 
yet living in Lauderdale in the vicinity where his 
father first settled. 

The Cole Creek Bluffs, beginning at the "Key 
Corner," on the Forked Deer, range southwest to 
the upper point of the first Chickasaw Bluff, on the 
Mississippi river, a distance of some fifteen or more 
miles, and constitute the most interesting topo- 
graphical features of Lauderdale county. They 
overlook that large body of bottom land lying to 
the west and north — ^the land of the many newly- 
made lakes — the famed hunting-ground in "old 
times," when the screw-cutter and Davy Ci-ockett 
hunted together, before the rents and cracks pro- 
duced by the shakes of 1811-12 hud all healed over. 

It was on the highest knob of this range of bluiib, 
within near distance of the great Father of Waters, 
the god of day, which had been intensely bright, 
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was fftst loBing its force upon the hills, its glancing 
rays diffusing a gentle fading crimson through the 
yellow-tinted foliage of the wild-woods, reflecting 
back a bright golden luster from the tops of the far 
off trees to the east ; looking to the far west, over 
the tops of the ocean of tall trees that shaded the 
broad acres below, the eye no longer contracted by 
the ^^ sharp sunbeam,^' the full vision gazed upoii 
one uniform glory. The lakes had received into 
their placid bosom the last lingering ray of the sun- 
set. 'Way yonder, across the mighty river, the 
flitting fragment of a cloud, with its purple edges, 
lingers, the fading luster of the crimen blending 
until the shades of night gain possession of Hie 
heavens. How good it was in "our Father in 
Heaven " to give us the " moon and stars to shine 
by night;" how cheerless and gloomy the world 
would have been without them — the very thought of 
black darkness makes one shudder. Gloom and ^ 
ghostly apparitions seize hold of his very thoughts. 
The moon and stars never shone brighter, however, 
than they did that night on the screw-cutter and his 
little hunter companion. By accident they had 
pitched upon the loveliest spot on the bluffit, fiir 
above the gloom of the dark shades of the deep 
woods below them; through the tops of the tall 
trees the eye penetrated and caught glimpses of the 
bright waters of the lakes trembling in the silvery 
luster 'neath the full moon in mid-heaven. Upon 
that lovely knoll they yielded to "tired nature" 
their first night upon the Cole Creek Bluffr, in the 
early part of the month of November, 182 — . Rolled 



m West Tennessee. 211 

up in their blankets, they sought the ^ sweet restorer^ 
balmy sleep." 

Neitb^* cloud nor displeasure marred the glory of 
fhe morning. The gray streaks of the early morn 
gave promise of a fair day. Taking their morning 
meal — tender isteaks cut from the loin of a yearling 
deer the screw-cutter had shot down the evening 
before— ^they wandered away to find a spring of fresh 
water. Winding down the high hill, they strufck a 
bright little stream of running water, and followed 
the course of its curving up a deep gorge. Soon 
the gorge narrowed, barely allowing room to pass 
between the branch and the highoverhanging bluff 
sides. Going through the narrow pass, they stepped 
into a lovely little glen of several rods in width — ^a 
most enchanting little spot, the margin of the bright 
little branch grown over with tall water-lilies, em- 
bowered by the thick overhanging foliage from the 
steep hill-sides, terminating at the head by a per- 
pendicular bluff, from under which gushed a bold 
spring. 

"See! see there! it's an old, abandoned hut in a 
state of decay. Yes, it is the remains of an old 
mud hut, the front and one end crushed in by the 
shivering of that stately oak; 'twas a thunder-bolt 
that did it. Well, if this isn't a discovery in this 
Wild, uninhabited country. Halloo! the world is 
coming to an end, surely. No, those who once in- 
habited this quiet little nook found their end; for, 
as I am alive, they are dead. Here is three well- 
marked graves. One of them seems old — old of 
long standing; the other two seemingly of more 
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reeent date^ yet qaite old enough for their fHends, 
if they have any, to forget them; it is so odd. Oh! 
that the dead could speak from their loog and lonely 
resting place; what a tale, perhaps of sorrow and 
tears, could be told here." 

^^ Sit down under the shadows of this grove of elm 
and oak by the side of that gurgling spring of bright 
water, and after thou wilt have refreshed thyself, 
let the imagination work it out. 

^^ Many years ago I had a young and fast friend. 
We were in the habit of hunting these woods — 
hunting down the Obion to its mouth, and up Reel* 
foot, spending months in the chase together," said 
the screw-cutter. *^ Young, handsome and brave* 
hearted, I loved him dearly. The sight of those 
graves revives in me a sad remembrance; they bring 
to mind what I had well nigh forgotten. Sad mem- 
ories ! Could the living reunite the dry bones be- 
neath those little hillocks and clothe them in the 
freshness of youth, what a tale of romance could 
be told of these woods. Enough is remembered, 
however, to remove the mystery that hangs over 
them. 

^^ On the occasion of our last hunt in these woods 
we had Ijeen out several weeks. My hunting com- 
panion became strangely afflicted for a hunter. 
After our morning meal, he would take his gun 
and be gone all day, returning to the camp aft^r 
nightGall happy and gay, without reporting the kill- 
ing of any game. In answer to inquiries as to his. 
day's hunt, he would express himself the happiest 
man in the world, giving a most glowing description 
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ef a beautifdl lake he had disc^ver^ Boaae three eir 
four hours' walk from the camp. 
♦ "A ^rnore noble fellow or braver hunter never 
diouldered a rifle. He became a maniac. Thooe 
graves must have had something to do witti his 
going erazj. The lake we got a gfimpse (^ last 
night is doubtleBB the same be waa so fond of talk- 
ing about. 

^' The story is a long one^ I will tdl it as we go 
idoDg. We most go back to our horses now/' 

Th)^ started back to their horaea^ conlinning the 
narrative as they went along!. 

'^My hunting companion retarned to camp one 
night more tiioughtful than neua!, ezpresfling him-^ 
self tilred of the hunt, and urged that w0 break up 
eamp. We had killed more bear than we could 
well pack away; beside, the hunt, from the turn 
of mind my young friend had taken, had pretty 
nuueh lost its interest We ended the hunt and 
nstorned to Ihe settAement We separated. He 
Beflnr»ed to his home. He lived with an aged 
mother near the Madrid settlement 

^ When the next hunting aeaaon came round he 
dad not join ns. it was a year after before we met 
again. Wild and unoontroUaUie, he had abandoned 
himself to the wild haunts in the woeds* It was in 
flie woods thait we met. He threw hia arms around 
me, unbracing me with the fond affection of a 
brother, sheddftag tears as a child. The scenes when 
fest we had been togetheit seemed to hamit him. 
The burden of his wild talk waa of the beautifiil 
UDaflAd his ^levely ^ White JUly/ leartiedhim home 
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to his old i]H>ther. He neither ate no^ slept I re^ 
mained with him until he died^ 

*^ After his deatii his old mother took from an old 
secretary a roll of papers. Handing them to me, 
she said: 

*** Victoria last request, before be lost his mind, 
was that after his death I should hand these papers 
to you ; that they would unravel a mystery.* 

" Thus the story runs : 

^^^ Curious to examine the sunk li^es, lower down 
from where our camp was pitched, I had walked 
several hours in a southern direction, when I came 
upon a beautiAil open lake, the loveliest I had dis- 
covered in the bottom. I struck the head of it^ 
from which point I obtained a full view of its length 
and size. Tray-shaped, it was longer than it was 
broad — perhaps . three or more miles long. Like 
most lakes, it was shallow around tiie margin, getting 
deeper in the middle; judging from its being open 
in the middle, and other appearances, deeper than 
the tallest of surrounding forest trees. It being free 
from undergrowth and fallen timbers along the mar- 
gin, I strolled around it. In passing along, my 
attention was attracted by the fish darting from near 
the shore into deep water. The lake seemed to be 
alive with them. 

" * Coming to a shady spot, where a large tree had 
Mown up, falling over the lake, its strong roots hold* 
ing it suspended over the surface of the water, I 
halted to rest Setting my gun by the roots, I 
walked out on it several feet from the shore and lay 
down upon its huge trunk. My attention was soon 
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attracted to a clomp of tall water-lilies growing in 
the water near the ehore, by the jumping and floun- 
dering of the fish; so charmed with the countless 
numbers of the finnj tribe darting through the 
clear sunny spots upon the brischt surface of the 
water, paeeing to and Ao among the lilies, that I 
must have been there an hour or more when the 
sound of a gentle rippling of the waters, rapidly 
api»-oaching from behind me, arrested my attention. 
Without rising from my reclining position, I turned 
myheadandeyesfoUapontheloveliestforminhuman 
flesh I ever beheld — a young woman standing erect 
in a trim little canoe, driving its sharp prow swiftly 
over the surface of the placid water. So great was 
my amazement that I felt transfixed to the log. 
Her long golden hair thrown back upon her shoul- 
ders, her head uncapped ; fair as a lily, and fresh as 
a new-born rose, she was a very picture of female 
beauty and loveliness just budding into womanhood. 
Looking neither to the right nor left, her eyes fixed 
upon the clump of water lilies, she gently raised her 
long slender paddle out of the water, the sharp 
bow of her little boat gliding in among them. She 
had not observed me, so intently were her eyes 
peering down into tbe clear wjater. Schools of the 
bright scaly tribe closed in around her, flouncing 
Mid cutting up all sorts of finny antics. Running 
her long paddle down in the soft mud to steady her 
little boat, intent alone upon the object of her mis- 
sion, she stooped forward, her long golden locks 
&Iling over her &ce. She seated herself in the 
bottom of her frail little craft, burying her head 
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aiQong Ito tall! IHidt, hjttimming in a soft mnMii 
strain, as iu ooziTerBe witin tke oeuntleiiB liomb^rs of 
fiflk that gathered'around her. There she remaiuedy 
feeding and chanting to her ]}ttle lalce oom{ianio9us^ 
witiiin a rod of tote, 

^ ^ My eyes, fiiom gaeing so intently npon aucb a 
dazzling beauty, began to grow blinds I e^eeted 
every moment that Hie lond beating of my heart 
would arrest her attention. In siieh a delirimin of 
delight and amazement^ I felt pinned fast to the 
tree. The opportunity, however, was fovorable foir 
rising from my recumbent position. Ih an instant 
I was npon my feet, as yet wholly unobserved by the 
&ir queen of the lake. 

'^ ' Qetting throngh with her little charities aod talk 
with her finny campanions^ now and then imnniiag 
her long white hand under the clear water, the 
little silvery-sided tribe gadiering around it, and 
passing through her long tapering fingers^ bidding 
them good-bye for ti^e evening, she arose to het 
feet, and we stood ftee to face. The excited amaeen 
ment which had. held me spell-bound, had began 
to pass off. It came her time to exhibit suspriae 
and amazement. Throwing her large, clear, blue 
eyes full upon me, raising both of her hands, throw- 
ing back her long^ yellow tresses, she itnploringiy 
said: ^ Who! and what are you! and why are yoa 
here?^ 

"^Her man^i.er was bewitchiogly earnest. In 
words as gentle and soothing aa possible, I replied : 

"*I am a hunter, and came in these woods to 
hunt; that in rambling about in the woods, I came 
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Bpon tMs lake, and was attracted to this enchaftting 
spot, where I have been for hours, amusing^myself 
with the movements of the numerous beantifiil fish 
passing to and fro among the tall lilies.' Having 
replied to her two pointed questions, I then asked her 
Jbo tell me who she was, and why she was alone upon 
this beautifal lake in the wild^woods V 

"* Who I am, I beg you will not inquire, or seek 
to know. I am here to feed and commune with my 
little lake companions, where I have not failed to be 
since my childhood. I beg that you will ask me no 
more questions, or seek to find me out, and that 
you will not again come to this lake,' her voice soft- 
ening and becoming more subdued as she finished 
speaking, still keeping her large blue eyes in a fixed 
gaze upon me. 

" ' I begged that she would not lay upon me such a 
burden, or to seal my lips against nature's ardent 
pta^mptings. That I would have to be more than 
human to abide her biddings. That it was asking 
more than the human heart could stand. 

"'In what have I put upon you more than is 
human to bear?' she said, her voice still softening. 

"'Why, in requiring that I shall not seek to know 
you, or find you out, now that I have seen you; that 
we have met and spoken, that I know these woods 
contain one so beautiful and lovely, the thing you 
ask is impossible.' 

" * Then you will destroy all the pleasures I have 

in life. I can come to these enchanting waters 

no more. I will never see and commune with my 

little lake companions any more,' said she, a soft, 
10 
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«arrawiii^ gldom soffwiBg Iwr »weet &ee as ahe 
prononneed the last words. 

*^ ^ I then asked her to answer me a few more quee^ 
ikms; whether she had parents, or whether she was 
•lone in the wild forest. 

^^ ^ Mother I hav« not; I know nothing of a mothmv 
I have an old father who is good to me; I love and 
jlioiior him above all things except my Bible. I 
have promised him, and he exa(H» the promise to be 
^renewed every year, thaife I will decline Ihe acquaint 
«4aGe of all per^ouis; that the time will come, and 
fKKm enou^ when I will know of the world and a 
Jiew life, but not until after his death/ 

** ' Have you ever m;et with any one in these woods 
t>efore ? ' I inquired. 

"* Never; you are the first and only man I ever 
leaw, save my old fether. From him I have learned 
(much» I have read much of the world. I read 
from my Bible that the world is full of sin, and 
man is desperately wicked.' All the while she had 
not taken her eyes from me. She seemed charmed 
by the first ^ecimen of young flesh in human form. 
Witii softened tone of expression she seemed willing 
to prolong the interview. 

** ' I said to her that the wild-woods was my home, 
my oompanions were my dogs and my gun, young 
Mid full of warm impulses; that in her limited 
knowledge of the world, as derived fipom books, shye 
knew but little of the human heart. That she, like 
myself, had a heart full of generous, loving im- 
pulses; that firom the Bible she had read timt hmui 
and woman were made for each other, and to mafae 
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one another happy, Bsnd. that il was not good to Im 
^ alone in the world/ 

" * Yes, the Bible reads that way. We read of the 
first man and the first woman in the garden. We 
road that they were happy until a knowledge of the 
world brought sin.' 

"* Imploringly I asked that I might talk with her 
wheni she came again to hold converse with her 
lake compaaions. I promised that I would them 
alnde wh»teyer her decision might be. Before she 
had spoken, I read in'^her meltung blue eyes her 
answer. She replied, <I promise.' With the word 
ringing in my ears, she shoved her little bark out 
in die ^eep water and shot across the lake. I stood 
gazing upon her receding form until it was lost to 
view in tiie thick foliage overhanging the margin 
of the lake on the opposite shoro. 

" ' The next day I was at the lake long before the 
hour of her coming. I lingered aroand the en- 
chantiBg spot of onr meeting the previous day/ 
Prompt in coming, I kept out of her view until she 
should have gotten through with her pleasing, sel£> 
imposed datiea» I conM but observe that when 
approaching the lilies, she. raised those large blue 
eyes and took in a survey on land. I was greatiiy 
eneoitraged to hope. After she had gotten through 
with the scaly tribe(Bh0 seemed more harried than oa 
the eveniogbefore), she roee to her feet^ when I discov^ 
ered myself to her. She came upon shore, extending 
her hand. We strolled down the lake shore in the 
silent wood. We talked of a new life, and whis* 
pered love to each other. Upon the silent duoree 
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of the 'Lake of the Lilies' we pHghted our love, 
with a * promise' that I should visit her old father 
at his secluded dwelling-place the next day. 

"*At the appointed hoar the next day we met on 
the opposite shore of the lake. A short walk 
through the dark forest brought us to a deep ravine 
winding up in the hills, through which flowed a 
bright little rippling brook. Beaching the head 
of it the banks became bluff, deeply shaded over 
by the thick foliage of the giant forest overhead. 
Prom under the bluff gushe*d a bold spring. The 
old trapper hermit was seated before the door of 
his mud hut. As we approached he rose to his feet 
with the dignity and true politeness of an ol^ time 
gentleman, his long silvery locks falling down over 
his broad shoulders, with snow white beard cover- 
ing his well-formed chest. He extended his hand 
to me, saying : 

" * The White Lily, my daughter, the light of my 
life, has told me all. It is only that which I most 
feared, and possibly had a right to expect. Her 
young life knows nothing of sorrow or disappoint^ 
ment; mastering all the studies and knowledge I 
was able to teach or capable of imparting, yet she 
is ignorant of the world and a stranger to sin. 

^' ' For fifteen years she has been the light and life 
of an old man, who lives a trespasser upon many 
years beyond the period allotted to man upon earths 
It is not surprising that her ardent young nature, 
loving as it is, should have accepted the heart and 
hand of young flesh, one like yourself, who seem 
the gentleman, though a hunter. I am only a 
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trapper ; I have faith that you are a true man, and 
will make her a good husband. My age forbids that 
I should oppose her wishes ; I fear to risk doing her 
an injustice ; I have been to her a good guardian 
and father,' 

" ' Taking her hand and putting it in mine, he bade 
us to kneel before him. Laying a hand upon each 
of our heads he said : 

" ^ Receive the blessing of the old trapper Mchol. 
Two months and four days from to-day will be my 
ninety-fourth birthday. On that day, which will be 
my last, I will take the White Lily, the light and 
life of my last day, to the settlement at Madrid ; be 
there, and she becomes your wife. Until then, upon 
the pain of your losing her, come not to this place 
again.' 

" ' So long ! two months and four days; permit me 
to come for her,' says L 

" ' No ! you are the only person who has visited this 
place or seen me in these woods, or the White Lily 
since I first saw yon spring, now more than fifty- 
seven years ago, save him whose remains lie 'neath 
that moss-covered grave at the end of this cabin and 
the young woman who shall be your prize for keep- 
ing away. Let it be so.' 

"*With his last words, * shall be your prize for 
keeping away,' I turned to join her at the spring, 
and the old trapper disappeared in his dark hut. 
Our last hour upon the green velvet moss by the 
side of the rippling brook was as a love dream — ^a 
delirium of blissful delight. 
" ' Two months and four days — sixtj'-four days to 
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wait! Had it been a sentence to the scaffold, time 
would have been craved; but — well, I have tawait 
^he two months ciune round; but the four days and 
four long nights — each day seemed a month, and 
the last of the four I thought would never pass. It 
seemed as though the sun would never reach noon- 
tide; that, as in the days of Joshua, it had been 
bidden to stand still. 

"'The two months and four days had passed. I 
stood upon the bluff at the place appointed for me 
to receive the object of love — the sole absorbing 
object of my heart's affection. With lengthened 
vision my eyes kept watch to get khe first glimpse of 
the old trapper, with the * light of his life,* as they 
should hove in sight below. Hour after hour I stood, 
and not an object came in sight upon the broad 
waters of the great river. With straining eyes I 
stood alone upon the bank looking down the reach, 
until with heavy heart I turned my face from the 
waters, when the eye could no longer penetrate 
through the darkness of the night. On the bank I 
walked — ^walked all night, with ear sharpened to 
catch the sound of the oars' stroke. None came, 
and broad daylight found me with eyes still open 
peering down the river. In the agony of ihy soul 
I stepped into the first boat and pushed off to meet 
them. Down I rowed, on I pulled ; never <Hd skiff 
glide over water faster. Glancing at every turn 
back over my shoulder to get a sight of their com- 
ing, I relaxed not a stroke of the oar until night 
came upon me. 

" ' Reaching the point of landing th« nearest to 
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the old trappear'9 hwt as the morning sun rose over 
the h^h point pf th^ first Chickasaw Bluff, I bounded 
away for the * Lake of the Lilies/ I easily found 
»y w^y to th^ old trapper's hut. Casting from 
.cae the ^oo/oay sp&ll which had bound me for the 
ffiUfit tw^n^-fp^rhoiiiri^, doubting not that ought else 
than th^ i»^him and capcioe of an old man who felt 
that b8 wa9 p9J*tix^ with i^e light and life of his 
last day^ detailed heri I n^oved up the sparkling 
branch with new lifip. 

" ' Be^dxing the Jii|l^ the door was closed. Signs of 
life J^ad f|ep$irt^ i^ (sy&ry direction the eye turned. 
There wa^ iilo fiiiiLoI^e eurling up from the broad 
throat (^f the pabia-^gloom and desolation seized 
bold of my «eiiseji« ^ith dread awe, I stood at the 
door of the hut, wit4i hand raised to rap, when my 
ey^s jfell upon a newly-made grave by the side of 
the ancieait naoss-covered one. OFerwhelmed with 
^ preaent^e^t ^ woe, I leaded heavily against the 
door, whe^ it swung open, upon its heavy grating 
hinges, e^po^ng to view the lifeless form of the 
pld Trapper. l)ead| dead, dead! Half alive I lay 
ngpon the (Jooi^ step. A voice from 'neath the fresh 
clod riling though my ears, dead, dead, dead! 
Staggering^ I arose, fup^d strode to the spring, the 
still voice following — ^tingling in my ears, penetra- 
ting to the soul^ dead, dead, dead ! More dead than 
alive, I fell upon 42ie ^een moss, where last we had 
talked and dreamed in a wild delirium of bliss and 
h&ppini^m, 'Twa$ here she had grown up, and 
enjoyed the early fruits of her young life — ^here, 
under the sb!ade$ of die overhanging foliage, now 
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drooping in silent sorrow, shedding their virgin 
tears upon her newly-made grave. Up yonder hill- 
side, she frisked and frolicked, with the young 
morning, blythe and gay as a yonng May lamb. 
Oh! life, even in spring time, thou art but *a poor 
pensioner upon the bounties of an hour.' For 
hours I lay as in a dream, living life over again. 
It all seemed wrapped up in a few days of the near 
past; fortune I had none; the light and promise of 
the future had gone; vacancy, broad sterile vacancy, 
loomed up before me. It had taken the place of 
all that was lovely. I had aught now to live for. 
Near me the gurgling waters arose from beneath 
the high bluff, playing with the bright sunbeam as 
they rippled past in their silvery, winding course 
down the gorge. I arose, and bathed my feverish 
temples in the cool refreshing waters, and went to 
the cabin, to put away the old Trapper, in remem- 
brance of her, and because she loved and honored 
him. He lay as though he had died under a 
Christian hand; every limb in its proper place, his 
head resting upon a roll of rare furs, his hands 
clasped across his broad chest, in one a small slip 
of paper, upon which was written: 'Bury my 
body by the side of the newly-made grave, where 
sleeps the light of my life — ^April 4, — J Signed 
Nichol. The light of his life had gone before him. 
He died on his ninety-fourth birthday — ^the day of 
his appointment. 

'^'N'ear him, on a rude table, lay a roll of manu- 
script. On the outer side was written: *For the 
affianced of the 'White Lily.' Here, then, is the 
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mistery. Oh! manhoody why hast thou forsaken 
me ? I was once called when in the chase, * Victor, 
the lion-hearted.' I am no longer the * lion-hearted.' 
The soft illurements of woman's love has won the 
victory — ^the grave has become the victor, and left 
its sting — the barbed arrow corroding in my bleed- 
ing soul. But the mistery. We will read it after 
putting the old man away. 

PROM NICHOLS' MANUSCRIPT. 

" On the fourth day of April, should I be living, 
I will have lived to see my ninety-fourth birthday, 
and for more than fifty-seven years I have lived a 
trapper hermit, in this hut. 

"On my twenty-sixth birthday I married with 
a lovely English woman, the daughter of a British 
officer, stationed on Lake Erie. She was fair and 
rosey, gentle in disposition, and free from guile. My 
love for her knew no bounds. We had been mar- 
ried four years, when I carried her and our only 
child, a daughter, our darling little Marie, to stay 
with her father at Fort Pitt, until my return from a 
fur-hunting expedition on the upper lakes. I- had 
expected to be gone but one winter. Fortune did 
not favor us, however, and we were absent two 
years. During that time the war-whoop was raised 
on the lakes — ^the Pontiac war broke out, of which 
we had heard nothing, until on our way back, at 
Green Bay. I had a presentiment, foreboding evil 
to my wife and child, and neither ate or slept 
until I reached the fort. Too truly had been my 
fears and misgivings. Both wife and child were 
butchered and scalped by the ruthless savage. 
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"I pemembergd nothWig tftdrt from ^e flisiy of 
Hiy arrival in the fort until' some foai* monthn aAer, 
when I fonnd myself nnd'er th* treatment of the 
kind physician of the fbrt. When I was snfKoiently 
recovered to be permitted to leave the fort, I met 
with a warm friend and coinpanion. We had messe* 
together and slept under, the same blatiket dnrmg 
our two winters on the upper lakes. He kn^w of 
my deep affliction and sympathized with me, advis- 
ing that I leave the scenes of the lake and go south 
to Louisiana. I agreed^ — would have agreed to have 
gone with him anywhere, as for myself I cared not 
which way it was. We soon were ready with a 
good boat and requisite outfit for the trip. Reach- 
ing the Mississippi we soon passed the mouth of 
the Ohio. It was in the month of August, the 
weather very hot, and the water bad to drink. My 
friend took sick and was getting worse evef^y day. 
Beaching the first high bluff* after many dayfi drift* 
ing, we stopped to find good water, and a coo^; 
shady place, intending to remain until cool weather 
before proceeding on down the river. After many 
hours' search I found this spring of delightftil Water 
in this cool, shady nook in the woods. Return- 
ing to the boat, my friend being just able to walk 
out to it, I went to work and packed out our trap^ 
and things. He drank heartily of the cool watev 
that evening and felt greatly refreshed. In the 
morning he felt much better. Before noon, hoW^ 
ever, he was taken with a chill and died in it. I 
buried him where he died, and built this hut by the 
side of his grave, resolved never to leave it While 
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» 
li& lasted. Qeie I hvre Imd^ and aioite iasriaBig. 

tibe fijnst &jiFty odd: ycaors^ ocoasionftUj takkig * ti^ 
up the liver t0diq)O66 of mjfiamaDKi ky iaHead»d 
supplies. I trapped it np the Obion , indeed la^ all 
the imtei* 6oiifffle%aiid iharoiigii ibe bottdu fbr Unrty 
miles up the Trvec. At home in the woo^^ I oalje 
rvtemed td in^ hat when my wallot beeuoe ea^* 
haofited* 

^'I witoeased many of the wonderful breaks of 
txatoj^e ifn tbose awfat dajs of earth^aakes and 
gAiakes. Dturing the worst of it I had gone i»p thd 
Obion^ roaming through the bottom in searob oS 
bearer sign. My attention was atrented by a mmb^ 
ling nodse* At first I thought it the approach of a 
stonai or big wind. Soon the sound seemed to bn 
everywhere^ and from the bowels of the earth il 
became fearful. I tried to gather in my thoughts 
and fiz in my mind what to look for. When the 
ground upon which I stood began to triable, heave 
and shake with terrific violence^ the vibrudons be- 
coming quicker and more terrible^ until it became 
impossible to stand upon my fe6t without holding 
on to the small trees around me. I knew not which 
way to turn or whither to go for safety. The giant 
forest around and over me swayed and groaned, 
olashing.and crashing tibeir great laps^ keeping time 
with the undulating movement of the earth in whi<^b 
they were rooted. 3oon the earth began to quake, 
and crack around and beneath where I was stand-^ 
ing. In the wildest confosion it began to break and 
0pen before me, then to sink, sink, sink, carrying 
down witli it a great pairk of trees^ uujtil the tops of 
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the tallest among them dropped out of si^t Ib 
awe and wonderment I stood reeling as one dru^ 
with wine, and witnessed the birth of Beelfo^^ 
Lake. 

'' My boat! I had left it in a nook, near the Obion. 
Fearing to loee it, I made for it in quick haete. The 
watera had ebbed from it, leaving it high and dvjr . 
Soon, however, the flow returned, with the violence 
of a mountain torrent. Lashing it to a small tree, 
I succeeded in keeping it from being ^swamped.' 
The waters becoming sufficiently quiet, I rowed 
down the mouth, passing out with the flow of the 
waters, which had filled the whole bottom many 
feet. In passing up the gorge, to my hut, I found 
that my spring branch had gone dry. On reaching 
the spring, the first thing noticeable was a fearful 
rent in the bluft', reaching down below the spring- 
bed, and not a drop of water in it ^ Confusion 
worse confounded ' seemed spread out all over the 
land. Openings appeared as by magic from the high 
hills to the great Father of Waters, many newly- 
formed lakes had been created in close proximity to 
my heretofore seemingly safe and quiet dwelling- 
place. The loss of my spring! I had begun to 
thirst, and water was not to be had nearer than the 
newly^made lakes. I had begun to think of the 
necessity of finding a new place of abode, when the 
^arih began to tremble and quake again, the air 
soon becoming suffused with a sulphuerous smelL 
I sat in my cabin and waited the terrible pending 
results^ when I noticed the hurried flow of black 
n^uddy water leaping down the spring braujchi 
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sweepisg and balding the herbage and soiaU under- 
growth in its angry surging course. Haying lost all 
fietsonal fear midst the terrible freaks of the earth 
and water around me, I arose, and walked to the 
spring, to witness the changes going on. The deep 
iq>Iit in the bluff had closed up as though under the 
power of a great battering-ram. Slack muddy 
^crater was gushing up through the spring and all - 
around it, emitting a most disagreeable odor. Soon 
tiie flow of water began to decrease and get clear ; 
before night-fall my spring had resumed its ancient 
regime. 

" The next morning I had gone to the river to look 
after my boat; while standing upon the bank, I 
noticed a boat* drifting in the current. Rowing out 
to it, I was amazed beyond fitting language to ex- 
press, to find lying in the bottom of the drifting 
skiff a lovely child, her sweeet little face turned up 
to the heavens. At first I could not tell whether 
she was living or dead. Her long brown lashes 
were fringed over her closed eyes ; her bright golden 
curls had fallen back, exposing to the sharp rays of 
the sun the most angelic-like face I had ever beheld. 
I stood looking upon her lovely features as in a 
dream, when an . ajigelic smile came to her sweet 
countenance, followed by a soft and gentle breathing. 
She was not dead — only sleeping. 

"Gently I fastened the drifting craft to mine 
and pulled for the shore. My boat coming up 
to the bank abruptly, jarring the boat she was in, 
startled her. In a moment I was in the boat with 
her, taking a seat to steady it as dm arose to her 
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little feet, raUMBig ber ej^es^ MfmSmgly not yet falif 
awake. Opening her lai^ cl«Kr blue eyes, she dis- 
covered me^ Springing into my manB, she. &a»k 
out: 

^^^Oh! pap^ papA; where is mamsfa?^ 

^^ Burying her sweet litde feoe in my boeom ior 
several moments^ I pressed her littie keael to my 
hearty stroking her soft hair^ while scalding teaai 
eame triekling down over my old brown, furrowed 
cheeksi 'Sat Migelic face had stmi^ a eord in my 
hearty calling up before me my murdered wij^ and 
child. I held in my bosom the image of my long 
lost tittle Macie, and pressed her little face to my 
aching heart. 

'^She raised her little head, looking me fall in tbe 
face, and fixing her clear blue eyes on mine, sbe 
e^ke, saying: 

^^^I thought yiou was papa. I don't know jfou^ 
What makes you cry?* 

^' Moments passed before I could give utterance to 
a word. Biecovering myself, however, tod without 
answering her inquiring looks as to who I was, I 
asked her to tell me her name. 

"*Mary,' she said. 

***Ah! yes; Marie — ^Mary what?' 

"^JustMiuy.' 

"* What is your papa's name? ' 

«* Charley.' 

"'Charley what?' 

'^'Only just Charley. Mamma calls hiin only 
Charley/ 

" ^ WeUi; what 's mamniia's name ? ' 
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«*Ka1!y— -Katy ck^Ung, papa caHs her sometimeaw' 

" * Where is your papa ? ' 

***Doii't know whe^e psiipA is.* 

"*How did yon get in this boat?' 

***Yoii sec^, when everythilig was shaking so, and 
liie homdes was fttlling, papa picked me up acjt 
rtt& down to the riTor and put me into the boat i 
tbm he went back to bring mamma. Miuaima was 
coming down the kill. When papa and mamma 
got d<j^wifi the hill the boat was way out in the rivers 
As papa jumped into the water to catch the boat 
the big witter come and run all dvefr the bank and 
an over mamma. The boat rocked and shaked so 
bad I Ml down in it, and didnt see pi^a and 
fimmina any more.' 

^^FulTjr cdmprehenditig the dread catastrophe 
Irhieh hdd made an orphan of the dear little crear 
tare, I remained silent fbr several moments, when 
she ask^d me if she would see papa and mamma 
any more. I expressed to her my fbars that she 
Would not. Without usi;d6rtaking to explain to her 
little mind the cause of the dreadful calamity which 
had happened' to her papa and mamma, I told her 
that I would be a good papa to her, and that I would 
love and take care of her. The dear little creature 
evinced a clearness of mind unusual in one so young. 
She may have been as much as four years old. She 
had cried until the fountain of her tears had dried 
tap. She soon became perfectly reconciled to her 
tfituatidn, and by degrees ceased to speak of papa 
and mamma. From all I could gather from her, I 
became satisfied that New Madrid was the scene 
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of her misfortunea; the result of the great earth- 
quake. 

" I took little Mary to my hut She soon learned 
to love me. As she grew up I sought to amuse 
and interest her little mind in every way possible. 
The wild-woods, with its beautiful flowers, and many 
changing scenes, afforded a wide field for the pleas^ 
ures of her childhood. I taught her to read an^ 
write. She acquired all the knowledge I was capa- 
ble of imparting. She was most fond of her little 
Bible, which she had read through and through 
more than a half do^en times. She learned to 
mark the Sabbath days, and to keep them more 
holy than other days. Her sanctuary was in the 
deep shades of the glen, and her pew the green 
sward, guarded by the halo of her own pure 
thoughts. Joyous and happy in her own Eden, she 
knew nothing of guile, and not a stran of one .of 
her golden ringlets had been touched with evlL 
She lived in the pure atmosphere of her own soul, 
tempered by the teachings of the Virgin Mary; 
born to love, her loving nature went in search of 
something to love. On the lake she was most fond 
to dwell; communing with and caressing her little 
finny companions, she taught them a language of 
her own. Oh ! she was so happy. The light and 
life of my old days, it was the resume of my 
younger and happy days. 

" From the day that the handsome young hunter 
appeared to her upon the lake, from the hour when 
they parted under the shadows of the . bluff by the 
spring, she seemed to live and breathe a different 
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atmosphere; all that she had once tbved and cher- 
ished became oblivious. She went no more to com- 
mune with and caress her little lake companions. 
She seemed awakened to a new and foreign life — 
love's imagination had possessed her very sonl. 
Twas like our first mother, when the scales fell 
from her eyes and she beheld the first man Adam. 
The first evil had touched her and entered her pure 
soul, and made it flesh fleshy. The angel of the 
Lord came in the night time before she had changed 
her paradise on earth and rescued her pure, sinless 
sonl and transported it to the paradise in heaven, by 
the side of the Virgin Mary. The White Lily was 
dead! dead! dead! the morning of the day she was 
to have joined her Adam on, earth. As she lay 
npon her humble little couch the morning which to 
her was to be the brightest on sinful earth, when 
the first ray came over the blufl\, reflecting its light 
upon her sweet face, her bright blue eyes had losj 
their glory — the angelic smile yet lingering upon 
her bright countenance pointed as an index-finger 
to a more glorious realm on high, to which her soul 
had taken its flight. 'Twere better so, or 'twere 
better far, that her little lake companions were alone 
left to moan her absence from the bright waters of 
the ' Lake of the Lilies.' 

" Of myself I write, that I was born in France, on 
the fourth day of April, 1737. I was christened, in 
the holy Catholic faith, Pierre Saint Martin Nichol. 
My father was of honorable birth; becoming bank- 
rupt by investing largely in John Law's Mississippi 
bubble, I was taken from school when in my seven- 
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teenth year. Of ardent and reatless temperaoaeiit, 
I joined an expedition fitting out for Canada, and 
will have lived in America on to-morrow — to-mor- 
rowl The light of my life has gone; my so^l 
fuUoweth to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

■A '*• ; 

Haywood County — Colonel Richard Nixon^ the Pioneer 
Settler^N. T. Perkins— ITiram Bradford— The Taylor 
Family — Major William E, Hess — His Appearance be- 
fore the County Court — The Moody Excitement 

Haywood — ^named for one of North Carolina's hon- 
ored and trusted sons, Judge John Haywood — ^was 
erected into a county in the year 1831. One of the 
second tier of counties from the Mississippi river, 
lying between the waters of the Big Hatchie and 
Forked Deer rivers, it embraces within its limits a 
larger area of rich and arable territory, than any 
other county in West Tennessee. The early immi- 
grant settlers to it, were men of character and wealth, 
who shaped and modeled its institutions, and gave 
tone to society. 

Among them were Col. Richard Nixon, L. Mc- 
Quire, Nicholas T. Perkins, the Sanders, Taylors, 
Bradfords, Bonds, Estes, and many others, whosei 
brave hearts and inflexible will sustain them in the 
perils and hardships of pioneer life, and who stand 
as attiong the noble fathers of the land. 

The first court was organized and held at the 
house of Colonel Richard Nixon, on the eighth of 
March, 1824, by Richard Nixon, Laurence McCJuire, 
Nicholas T. Perkins, Jonathan T. Jacobs, William 
Dodd, Button H. Saunders, David JeSHes and 
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Blackman ColemaD, Ricard Nixon being elected 
Chairman. The following officers were then elected : 
Britton H. Saunders, Clerk; John G. Cam there, 
Sheriff; Richard W. Nixon, Trustee; William Dood, 
Ranger; Reu ben Alphin, Constable. 

The f^Pw^ing named gentlemen composed the 
venire from which the first grand and petit juries 
were formed: Richard Nixon, Edward Howard, 
Charles Howard, William H. Henderson, Alfred 
Kenedy, John Mc White, Jonathan Nixon, Thomas 
G. Nixon, Lewis Welerby, Julius Saunders, John 
Johnson, Mohn R. McGuire, John Jones, Nathan 
Bridgeman, 8. W. Farmer, Hardy Blackwell, Wyatt 
Twity, Willie Patrick, R. W. Nixon, William H. 
Dyer, H. A. Powell, James York and Thomas 
Ghent. 

The first order of the court was to the Sheriff, 
requiring that he collect the sum of six and three- 
fourth cents per every one hundred acres of land in 
the county, as a "fund to pay the tallismen and 
jurors one dollar a day." 

The first Circuit Court was held on the fourteenth 
day of June, 1824, at the house of Colonel Richard 
Nixon; Joshua Haskell, Judge, and Blackman 
Coleman, Clexk. The first settler in Haywood, was- 

OOL. RIOHARD NIXON, 

who blazed out his course and cut his own road 
from the settled vicinity of Jackson, to where he 
pitched his tent, on the creek which took his name 
(Nixon's creek), three miles east of Brownsville. 
The red men of the woods were encamped on the 
same creek — the Qoble Chickftsaws — with whom h& 
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cultivated kiadly relations, and for many weeks 
shared with them the hoepitalities of their camp. 

The first civil courts of the county were organ- 
ized and held in his house, as also, the first religious 
meeting where prayer was made. As the county 
began to settle up, the hardy pioneer boys and girls 
would meet at his house and enjoy ihe old time 
dance. He was at the birth and naming of the 
county site, acting as one of the commissioners in 
laying oft* the town (Brownsville). 

A member of the Magistrate Court from its incep- 
tion, he was chosen as its chairman, which* position 
he retained until his death in 1831. A novel case 
arising in the early courts of Haywood, involving a 
qufistion of title to some land or free-hold, governed 
by the laws and adjudications of the courts of North 
Carolina, requiring a certain law book, which was 
not to be had or found in the law libraries of Ten- 
nessee, he mounted a courier on horse-back and 
sent him post-haste all the way to Raleigh, N. C, 
for the law book, and had it produced on trial of 
the case at its next term. 

His last mingling among his fellow-citizens of 
Haywood, was as President of a Fourth of July cele- 
bration at Brownsville, a few months before his 
death, on which occasion the following volunteer 
toast was ofifered by a cotemporary settler, Mr. H. 
Haralson, and drank with hats off: ^^To Colonel 
Bichard Nixon, President of the day. The first 

SSTTLSR, AND MOST PROMINENT CITIZEN.^' Coloucl 

Nixion was born in North Carolina in the year 1769. 
He represented the people of his aatiive county^ 
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New Hanover, with dietioguii^ed h(»or for many 
years. Noted for his genial hospitality, kiad and 
generous heart as a neighbor, his namo will ev«r be 
kindly remembered by all who knew him. 

While it is not the purpose of the writer of these 
semi-historic reminiscences to become the biogra- 
pher of all the old and worthy pioneer settlers in 
the Big Hatchie country, he- cannot, without m 
breach of courtesy due the " old folks,*' whose long 
and eventful lives have come down to the more 
modem days, leave unnoticed the name o# 

BBQUIRB mcm&LA^ T. PSRKHTS, 

who, with a small colony of his name -and kindred, 
immigrated from Eaet . to Middle Tennessee at 
an early day, and as soon as the way vnas 
opened up to the outskirts of civilisation, pressed 
on and settled in Haywood in tiie year 1823. In 
1924 we find him one of the first acting magistrates, 
and one of the commissioners to lay off and estab* 
lish the este for the seat of justice for Ibe county, 
which he, in conjunction with the other pommi»- 
sioners, named Brownsville, in honor, it may be 
vanity to presuiiie, of one of tlie North Carolina 
Itoowns. 

ia March, 1825, he acted as a eooQamissioner with 
L. McGuire, Charles White, William H. Henderaon 
and Thomas G. Nisron, under appointment fipom the 
Worshipftil Court of Pleas and Quarter Sescaons, as 
it was then called, selling at public sak the lots im 
Brownsville. 

• ^Squire Perkins was bom in Nox county, Tenn., A. 
D. 17d3, and died in Browmville in 1S72, handng 
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4iYed BiK yeairs beyond tiie period allottod to man, 
and withiu a few months of a half century in Hay- 
wood. Meet exemplary in the moral, and without 
epot or blemish in the social, always faithful in trust 
fofr himself, he became the executor, administrator 
and guardian of more of the widows' and orphans' 
property and estates, than any man in the county^ 
which attested the truth of the saying, that ^^ he who 
fiiaaaged his own affiiirs well, could be trusted to 
Hie fidu<»ary management of others." He eqjoyed, 
to the last day of his long and useful life, the confi- 
denoe of everyone, never belaraying a trust He dis- 
charged the various duties devolved upon him with 
mailed business tact and capacity, and sterling 
integrity and fidelity. He died as he had Uved — 
liighly esteemed, respoeted and ven^wted. 

Brownsville "was without form and void'' until 
the opening ^ spring, in the year of our Lord one 
thousand eight hundred and twenty-five. " Goods, 
wares and merchandise " had been sold in Jackson 
from the establishing of the town, which was done 
in 1822 — ^the town lots having been sold in August 
>of that year. Brownsville was the next oldest 
county town, and had the honor of having the first 
store between the latter place and the Mississippi 
where a yard of tape or a paper of pins could be. 
had, and 

HIRAM BBAnPO&D 

was ihe first store-keeper. He was long the leading 
merchant of the place and business man of the 
county. His long and eventful career is worthy, 
not only of a page in the eaidy history and settle- 
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ment of Brownsville, but of imitation by all ^begin- 
ners in hewing oat the rough and difficult ^ path- 
way of life, when self-reliance is the only sustaining 
element In his youth, he had made it his aim and 
object in life to become rich, and to brave whatever 
of peril and hardship it might cost him in its accom. 
plishment. He got his first start by trading ia 
horses and mules, taking them to the old settled 
part of Louisiana, through the many miles of wild 
Indian territory, and often returning home to his 
father's house on the Cumberland, in Stewart coun^ 
ty, on foot, when he would not see a white man's 
face from the settlement at N^atchez until he reached 
Tennessee. In his frequent trips to Louisiana, he 
had examined the country, then in the cradle of the 
wilderness, from the Big Hatchi'C to the Yazoo, cul- 
tivated friendly intercourse with the Indians, and 
"talked injun" equal to a Chickasaw or Choctaw. 
Reaching the age when it becomes man's duty to 
"pare off" and assume the responsibilities of a good 
citizen, he married and resolved to fix his residence 
among the Tunica hills of Louisiana, where he had 
seen cotton growing. He went to work, in part with 
his own hands, and built him a fiatboat, against the 
earnest protestations of his father and neighbors. 
Getting his boat ready by fall, he loaded it with 
corn, leaving room for his young family and house- 
hold. So much opposed was his father and family, 
including his two negro men, to his moving to 
Louisiana, which was regarded as a sickly country, 
and to thwart his going, in ftie dead of night, before 
the morning fixed for his leaving, his fiatboat was 
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sontttod bj the aegroes and nunk in the waters of 
the Cumherland. 

H6 poee early the next morning and repaired to the 
acene of his diacomfitare. The people of Dover^ a 
Uttie town on the Cumberland where his father 
resided, gathered to tHe river bank. The boat was 
yet &8t to the bank, and abont one-half of the front 
part of it out of the water. Hiram pulled off hk 
eeat and with his two negro men went to work, 
throwing out the corn, which waa in the after-part 
of tiie boat Soon she began to rise, when he, wilfli 
a face beaming with delighted hope, ran up on the 
bimk, jumping' high np and slapping his heels to^ 
gether, cried put : " Hurrah for Louisiana ! " His 
friends, taking inspiration from his ardent and 
undaunted spirit, though loth to see him go, fell to 
with him, and by noon had the boat afloat and ready 
for loading up again. Filling it again with com, 
and putting aboard his young wife and one child, 
with such comforts as would be needed on the trip^ 
hB, with his two negro men, cut loose the moorings 
and floated out from Dover in the fall of 1817^ 
Meeting with no difficulty on the voyage, he floated 
down the Missbsippi, landing at Bayou Sara, meet^ 
)ng vnih the first steamboat he had ever seen on iihe 
way. 

With his two negro men, he labored in the cotton* 

field,, succeeding well in raising cotton. The hot 

sun and long summers of Louisiana, together with 

the unhealthy state of the country, determined him 

to naove hack to Tennessee. Familiar with the rich 

vif gin lands west of the Tennessee river, he resolved 
11 



242 Beminiscenees of Old Times 

on fixing his future place of abode in Haywood. 
Learning the day fixed for the sale of the lota in 
Brownsville, he gathered together his accumulations, 
with which, and his cotton crop of ten bales of tihat 
season, he went to fTew Orleans and bought him a 
stock of goods, ordering his &mily to be ready on 
the bank of the river for the boat as she came up. 

Shipping his goods on the steamboat , and 

taking his family aboard as she passed up, he landed 
at Fulton in the latter part of February, 1825. His 
aim was to attend the sale of the lots at Browns- 
ville. Procuring a couple of horses at Fulton, he 
mounted one of them, taking one child before him 
and another behind him. His wife rpde the other, 
with the third child behind her. He started oflF for 
the lot sale, making his way as best he could along 
Indian trails, until he reached the neighborhood of 
Brownsville, stopping at Reuben Alfin's. He was 
among the first on the ground, when the sale of lots 
began, and bid oflF the first lot, No. 1, situated on 
the corner of the Public Square and East MaiYi 
street, south side. Having his two men' with him, 
. he put them to work the next day upon a large 
oak tree that stood near the corner, which he had 
split into slabs, twelve by fourteen feet long, and 
built the first store-house erected in Brownsville. 
It was built over the stump of the tree that fur- 
nished the material for its construction. The Major, 
leaving his family with Reuben Alfin, returned to 
Fulton, and, by the time his new store-house was 
covered in and floored with puncheons, he had his 
boxes of goods ready on the ground to be opened; 
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Poring that year he erected a eaw-jjit on the sanie 
lot, and had sawed out by hand lumber with which 
he built the first hotel in the town^ adjoining his 
store-house, which, for size and respectability, was 
not equaled by any house of public entertainmeut 
ia the district. It was continued as the finest and 
l>^8t hotel in Brownsville until within a few years 
past, when it ha^ to give way for the more modern 
improvement in brick and mortar. In front of his 
hotel, he set out the first shade tree on the Public 
Square, which also fell a victim to the progress of 
the age, to make room for a shelter of dry boards, 
the stump of which still clings to mother earth, to 
remind the passer-by of the hand that put it there^ 
where for forty-six years it bloomed and blossomed 
(it was the flowering locust) over the front windows 
of the hotel, under which the gay young men of the 
town stood and coursed loving talk to the beautiful 
young women,' daughters and sisters of l;he proprie- 
tors, long, long ago, through the raised windows and 
flowing curtains. 

Few men lived so long and blameless a life as 
Hiram Bradford, enjoying the fruits of a well-earned 
fortune aifd an honorable name, all of which he left 
as a noble heritage to his surviving children. 

THB TAYLOR FAMILY. 

Five brothers of them^ Richard, Howell, John Y^ 
Edmond, and Buck, with the old patriarch, their 
jGftther, migrated from Virginia in the year 1827-8, 
And made permanent settlements in Haywood. 

Men of parts and large property, zealous in the 
advocacy and vindication of law aad order, noted 
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for their patriotic zeal and Christian vrrtues, none 
contributed more in the forming of Boand morals 
and the general well being of society. Their lives 
were a noble example to posterity, illustrative of the 
passion that animates man in the character of a good 
citizen. The writer regrets his inability, for lack 
of sufficient data, to give such a personal sketch of 
the several members of the family «s their long and 
useful lives so justly merit; as also, of many oUiew 
of the^old and first settlers whose names are worthy 
to be mentioned in these pages. 

The first physicians who settled in Brownsvilte 
were William C. Bruce, Dorthel, Penn, Dillard, 
Johnson and Barby. 

ALLEN J. BARBT's 

name as physician, citizen and benefiatctot 'elands 
alone in Haywood, One of natnre^s noblemen, he 
stands to-day without a living peer among his early 
professional associates. The writer, for lack of the 
necessary data, is unable to gi^e such a persoiHil 
sketch of Dr. Barby as his long and ttsefu;! life justiy 
merits. ffJw men, whether in &e pr<rfes6ional or 
private walks of life, have enjoyed 4ihe utiiform <;oa>- 
fidenoe and esteem of his fellow^maii more N2»a& 
Doctor Allen J. Barby. 

DAVID M€liSOD, 

Ibe pioneer tailor of Brownsville, m y^tt Wfnong 
the living. Before the town had a corporate ewtsb- 
ence, he worked at his trade ito a shop built of logs* 
To afford the necessary light to hm inAiw^ti %6nch, a 
side-log was sawed out The old ^tailor, 4;hotigh 
bent fk little wi<ii the meight «af many y^ars, ttiam 
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pride in pointing out where the big stump stocd 
upon which he used to build a fire to heat hi« 
"goose," with which he pressed off the fi:i*st suit of 
clothes he made, for Colonel Nixon, from cloth 
bought out of Hiram Bradford's " rail-pen store." 

DANIEL CHERRY, 

with either owners of land grants west of the Ten- 
nessee river, had a drawing for choice of locations. 
Mr. Cherry drew the first and second choice, and as 
early, perhaps, as 1821, visited West Tennessee, 
locating his first choice wtere he afterward settled, 
on the Forked Di&er river, and his second choice at 
"Poplar Corner." It was not, perhaps, until 1823 
that Mr. Cherry fixed his permanent residence on 
the south fork of the ^Forked Deer river, where he 
early made his mark as a man of enterprise and 
thrift. His first aim in opening up the country, 
was to provide well the "staff of life." His choice 
of lands were unsurpassed in fertility, and particu- 
larly adapted to the culture of corn. He soon' 
becanie noted bs the best com grower in the dis- 
trict. Corn and meat he always had to sell. The 
writer, in looking over the 'files of the Jackson 
Gazette (a newspaper ipublished in Jackson by 
Colonel D. C. McLeim), finds afa advertisement of 
Mr. Cherry's, whioh, with his teeming fields of corn, 
«how8 the f&tnesiB t)f the land. The advertisement 
reads thus : 

"bacon. . 

"I have about 16^000 pounds of bacon and 1000 
pounds of lard for saie at Harrisburg, in Haywood 
county. Daniel Cher!ry. 

"April 23d, 1826." 
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In another place in the same paper he advertised 
several thousand bushels of corn for sale. He 
shoWed great enterprise in the building of a mill 
du the Forked Deer, by which the surrounding set- 
tlements were supplied with good meaL Selecting 
his mill-site on a slough at the edge of the high 
land where he had fixed his residence, he built «> 
broad levee across the bottom above the overflow^ 
upon which the public could travel at all seasons of 
the year. To afford ample water for his mill, he 
contracted the width aud consequent flow of the 
waters of the Forked Deer, causing an increased 
flow into his mill-pond. 

By his probity and practical good sense he grew 
rich, and reared a large family of sons and daugh- 
ters, many of whom, with their sons and daughtersj 
live to adorn the society of West Tennessee. 

Mr. Cherry was a native of North Carolina. He 
lived a long and useful life. His memory will be 
venerated as long as the place (Cherryville) which 
bears his name shall be known through future 
generations. 

THE FIRST EXECUTION. 

The first execution issued against personal pro- 
perty, and put in the hands of the Shmff, Reubea 
Alfin, acting deputy was levied upon a male of the 
cow kind, a large red bull, belonging to the defen*- 
dant in execution. The acting deputy felt kindly 
toward the defendant, and had made it his special 
business to make it known to all the people of 
the country the day on which the noble animal 
would be sold, and had spoken much of the pro^ 
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perty in execution, of his blood and pedigree, for 
he was of the best stock of cattle from Middle 
Tennessee. His owner had taken great pains in 
his raising, and handled him easy. The kind- 
hearted deputy had practiced with him some, in 
order that he might handle him to advantage on 
the day of sale. The day, according to the notices 
pasted up through the country, came around, and 
the bull was brought to town ,and tied to a large 
stump in the Public Square, with many feet of rope, 
to allow him the use of himself as well as to graze 
around. It was summer, and not uncommon in 
those days for the grass to grow on the square, or in 
the streets. 

As the hour for the sale approached, the people 
from many parts of the country began to pour in, 
and gather around the bull, to examine and take a 
look before the sale commenced. He was a monster 
bull, a dark mahogany-red, without spot or blemish, 
fat and sleek — a prize to a modern butcher. The 
tfme arrived for the sale to begin; the good-hoarted 
deputy mounted the stump, to which the property 
in execution was tied, and made proclamation of the 
terms of the sale, etc., and called for bids. Many 
cattle-raisers were there, and soon an active compe- 
tition among the bidders sprung up. The good- 
hearted deputy sheriff kept up a lively crying of the 
bids, now and then pausing to expatiate on the fine 
jjualities and immense value of the noble animal. 
In the meantime, the town folks gathered on the 
(Square and arotind the bull. Curiosity and interest 
on the part of the numerous bidders caused. the 
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crowd to press in cloao and around thd ba}l, tbus 
pushing him out to the ejrtei^t allowed by the rope — 
some thirty or more feet from the stump to which 
he was tied. Comprehending nothing of the gatii- 
ering and excited interest around him, th6 bull 
began to grow restive, slxaking his grea^ head and 
tearing up the ground* Pe w^ regarded as per- 
fectly gentle and docile, however, and his becoming 
excited and animated ojn]^ increased the interest 6;f 
the surrounding by-atand^d^ In ih^ meantime the 
bidding increased in intfirest a«d nvalry, and was 
going on bravely, when a lahoxing man came out 
of a well that he was diggm^ naa^, and, attracted by 
the crowd on the square, he pressed in to get a sight 
of the object of so much interest The bull by this 
time had become infuriated. The weU-di^er con- 
tinued to presa through the crowd until he got 
within a few paces of him,, aa though he proposed 
" taking the bull by the horns !" Uo sooner did the 
infuriated animal get a sight of his red flannel shirt 
than he made a i^nsh upon him. The man in the 
red flannel turned aaid m,^de his b^t run to keep 
out of his way, taking his courBe circling around the 
stump, and for the most part on the outside of the 
bidders and by-standers. Xn the bull's run the rope 
slacked up, taking the crowd along about the. kneea^ 
The bull had performed the circle, leveling every 
one to the ground who stood within it. The situa- 
tion was becoming painfully terrific. The man witH 
the red shirt kept on the outside, beyond the reach 
of the mad bull. The kind-heacted deputy, to n&t 
lieve the situation immedi^ly around him, pulled 
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otit his knife and ctit th^ rope, freeing the hull, when 
he broke for the red shirt. Away they went amid 
the excited shotlts of the crowd, across the square, 
the bull gaining on him every jump, until the well- 
digger reached his well, only saving himself by 
swinging on to the well-rope and letting himself 
down out of sight. The bull, finding himself at 
liberty to go his way, broke for home. The injury 
and damage around the stump was purely inci- 
dental, lacking in malice, and the bull was freely 
forgiven. 

The last and highest biddet was not remem- 
bered by the deputy sheriff. The day for return- 
ing the* execution was close at hand, and how to^ 
make his return upon it was a puzzle. 

Had Vol. Sevier been a resident of the town at 
that day, it would have been said that he had had 
something to do with the well-digger's coming out 
of his well with a red flannel shirt on. 

Prominent among the lawyers who early settled 
in Brownsville, was 

MAJ. WM. K. MESS, 

ingenuous and amiable in aspect, square in build 
and medium in stature ; his hair, for lack of a bar- 
ber, usually fell low upon his broad shoulders. In 
dress he was careless, sometimes to slovenliness. A 
good dinner and full bottle pleased him much. He 
had wit, learning and elocution, sprightly in debate, 
with all the dignity of a professional man, yet he 
* was modest and retiring. Admitted to the bar when 
quite young, he soon took a high position, and gave 
promise of a brilliant future. Few men, in so brief 
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a career, attained to a higher degree of eminenee^ 
or held within his grasp a power of mind that would 
have insured the full measure of a laudable ambitioiu 
His genius and learning, however, were counterbaL- 
anced by indolence and a too great fondness for 
personal ease and self-gratification. The public 
weal concerned him little, refusing on several oeca* 
sions to accept positions, requiring him to mix with 
the voxpopuii; yet he was good company, and en* 
joyed the social of a small circle, and a good jokey 
not unfrequently perpetrating one himself. 

It is remembered of him, that on one occasion 
he appeared before the Magistrate's Court — ^the 
Court of Pleas and Quarter Sessions — one winter 
day. He had just risen from a good dinner and an 
empty bottle, and remembering that he had a motion 
to make before the Court adjourned, he strode to- 
ward the Court-house. Losing nothing of his 
accustomed dignity of manner, with measured steps 
he walked into the court-room. Unbuttoning his 
old green blanket overcoat, throwing back the 
heavy colar, and thrusting his left thumb in the 
arm-hole of his vest, he presented himself to the 
Court, announcing his wish to make a motion. The 
Court, being engaged in some matter then before it, 
paid no attention to him. He announced again that 
he wanted to make a motion, yet the Court heard 
him not. Patiently he stood, the personification of 
the great Webster in the United States Senate. 
Raising his clear, ringing voice, he repeated, for the 
third time — 

"May it please this most Worshipful Court, I 
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liaFe a motion to make. Will you pleaBe hear ? '^ 

Still no recognition. Putting on his hat, he 
turned upon hie heel and walked out of the court* 
room, with the same steady step that he came in. 
Passing out to a pile of brickbats that lay in thi9 
oourt-yard, he filled the great pockets of his over- 
ooat, and retraced his steps to the court-room, with 
a brick in each hand, as well as one in his hat, and 
a^in presented himself before the Court. 

"Now, Mr. Chairman," he said, "I will make a 
motion that will engage the attention of this Court." 
- Suiting his action to his words, he let fly at the 
Chairman's head. He dodged and fell under the 
Judge's bench, the brick shattering the window- 
glass behind him. The Major let fly another, and 
another, at the associate members of the Court, un- 
til hie pockets were emptied. In the meantime, the 
"Mr. Chairman," who lisped badly, was all the 
while crying out to his associates : 

" Lah loh, boy th, lah loh, all on you ! He'll hit 
thorn on you, if you don't lah loh." 

The Major, after exhausting his ammunition, re- 
tired in good order, but the Court, apprehending 
his return with another pocket full of bats, ordered 
the Sherifl:'to adjourn Court, and they left the bench 
enjoying the last " motion." 

" The Moody Case," occurring several years later, 
in which the Major figured, was the last case of any 
note in which he was connected. The case is mem^ 
orable for the interest and excitement it produced in 
the county. It occurred in the days that Murrell 
and his clansmen figured, and Moody was regarded 
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as one of ^e cltn. As now rewtBiAereA^ it was a 
prima facie ease^ under the law, cf negpro steaUng. A 
negro man, belonging to a highly reftpeetsble and 
worthy citizen of the county , Egbert Shephard^Esqi^ 
waB missing from his master's premises. Whetiier 
decoyed off or *^ run away," was a question soon 
served in the minds of the peojde, by the negro 
being caught in a watermelon patch somewhere be* 
tween where his owner lived and the Mississipitt 
river, and Moody, who had been ^^ spotted," found 
upon the premises. The negro was brought back, 
and. lodged in jail for safe-keeping, until the sup- 
posed negro stealer could be ^apprehended. Lan« 
gaage is tame to say the county and town was in a 
blaze of excitement The popular mind was in 
fever heat previous to the occurrence of this case. 
Negro stealing was becoming common, and the in- 
stitution was. becoming menaced and threatened in 
divers ways ; so it was not long before Moody waa 
brought for trial. The gathering on the Public 
Square that day was large, and the excitement and 
indignation surpassed anything that occurred before 
or since. The old and best men of the county were 
there ready to participate in anything that was nec- 
essary to be done, whether to haag the offe uder, or 
to keep him from being hung, without judge or 
jury. But, alas ! for the offended law, proof of the 
right sort was lacking. Kegro proof was not legal, 
and it was the only kind of testimony in proof of 
his ^uilt that could be oftered. Yet in the minds 
and consciences of every one he was guilty. He 
plead not guilty, however^^stood up with a bold 
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Md d^ant mien, and challenged -ptodf before the 
men of the law of the land and Ged ! He vowed 
tiiat he neither knew the negro by sight, ncwr did 
&e ne^o know him. 

it wae arranged to ptrt his avowed Innocence to 
Ibe teet The popnlace formed a ring, in the mid- 
dle of which a nnmber of men known to be stran- 
gers to the negro, together with Moody, wa» left 
(Standing. The negro was brought out of jail, and 
ttrrned loose, and told to go in the crowd and find 
the white man who had decoyed him away from his 
master's premises. He passed in through the outer 
circle, and up to where Moody, with li dozen men, 
were standing, and, to the amazed astonishment of 
the would-be innocent accused, laid his black hand 
opon his shoulder and announced him to be the man. 
A scene ensued that beggars description. 

Moody winced and wilted, while the populace 
with one voice announced him guilty. .He was then 
taken in the court^room, and before the committing 
magistrates, ihe owner of the negro having made 
affidavit, and of necessity was the prosecutor. Maj, 
Hess had engaged to defend him. The court-room 
was jammed with the intensely excited and indignant 
citizens. In the meantime many of the oM and 
young heads were in council on the other side. 
Negro testimony not being adm-issible under the 
law, and no othei tangible proof at hand or likely 
to be found, the wise heads concluded thut a trial 
befwe the courts would result in a failure, if not a 
force, and resolved, upon his being discharged by 
the mi^strates, to t^e the case in their own hands. 
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Upon the reBolutioti being taken they proceeded to 
the coart»room and awaited the action of the magia* 
trates, who, upon their being no proof or witnesses 
produced, dismissed the suit against the offeiMler. The 
court-room filled to overflowing — every man a wit- 
ness in his own heart and conscience of the guilt cf 
the prisoner. To see him discharged, to go hene« 
without day, was grievously vexing. Just then i^ 
dozen or more of the leading bold spirits of the day 
rushed in with pistols in hand, leaping the outer 
railing, seized the culprit, and took him in their 
hands. The gallant Major, who had stood in his 
defense under the law, and who, by nature and in- 
stinct, was averse to the use of deadly weapons, 
gathered up his law books and announced to the 
new regime that he did not practice in their 
court. 

The " case " was then opened upon a new hearing. 
The people threw themselves into a committee of 
the whole, upon their original sovereign rights, and 
drew from among themselves a panel of twenty-five 
jurors, before whom Moody was arraigned and put 
upon his trial. Sundry speeches and harrangues 
were made, inflammable and conservative. The 
drift of conscience sentiment was inflexibly that 
Moody was the veritable man, and a full verdict of 
"guilty" was rendered by the twenty-five citizen 
jurors. Failing to fix the penalty for so grave an 
oftence, and being for the most part in iavor of 
hanging, they recommended that another ju;'y be 
drawn, composed of twelve of the most conserva- 
tive and discreet citizens, who should fix the pen- 
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alty, which was done, and constituted a part of the 
original proceedings. 

According to the finding of the jury of his peers, 
the jury of twelve pronounced sentence according 
to the iN'orth Carolina laws; " that he be taken out 
and receive a given number of lashes upon his bare 
back, and be branded upon his left cheek with the 
letter ' R,' and required to put the Mississippi river 
or some other State line between himself and the 
State of Tennessee, within the twenty-four hours 
next ensuing." The sentence was fully executed, 
and Moody went according to the requirements of 
the people, acting in their sovereign capacity, and 
the "Moody Case" became history. ^ 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

The First Steamboat — The Denizens of Haywood Gather 
on the Bank of the Big Hatchie to see it — Valentine 
Sevier y the Wit and Humorist of Brownsville — Cox, the 
Postmaster — Old Herring Bones — The Young Horse- 
Trader, 

"Old times" in Haywood is memorable for many 
amusing incidents, anecdotes and "good things.'' 
Among the most amusing, and yet remembered 
with a lively interest, occurred on the appearance of 
the first steamboat that came up the Big Hatchie. 
Her coming was heralded over the county several 
days in advance, and the day she would be at the 
Brownsville landing named. All the men, women 
and children that could muster a horse or a go-cart 
(and many walked), turned out " to a man." A big 
circus or a general muster never drew a larger assem- 
blage of people than was assembled on the banks of 
the Big Hatchie on that memorable day to see the 
first steamboat. 

From Brownsville they had gone in procession 
order, with banners flying, led by the orator of the 
day. Major Hess, who had been chosen to welcome 
the Captain and his steamer, the Red Rover, in an 
appropriate speech. The day was propitious, and 
everybody that could go was there and in waiting. 
Every available twig, limb, sappling or stake, from 
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the river bank for many yards back, was put in 
reqaisition to hitch and .fasten the horses to. 

For miles below the f^puff " of the boat was heard. 
With steam up to the highest gauge, and every 
pound turned on, she came up ** booming." 

Along the river bank, ou the blujff, and every 
available place for getting a sight, was crowded; 
many, for want of standing room, and to get a bet- 
ter view, got up into the trees. As the boat neared 
the landing, the press and anxiety to see — to get the 
first sight — ^became intense. Amid shouts and yells 
she hove in sight, turning the bend below with the 
last inch of steam turned in her cylinder, driving 
her keel through the swift waters of the Big Hatchie, 
to the amazing delight of the hundreds of anxious, 
throbbing hearts that stood upon the bank. 

The dexterous pilot, judging well tlJe place of 
landing as indicated by where the largest crowd 
was standing, with flyino: bannei*s brought her to 
in a blaze of glory ainid shouts of welcome. Run- 
ning out her head and spring lines she was made 
last. The populace pressed in close to g^t a better 
sight, as well as to hear the speech of welcome. Just 
then the engineer mised his valves and let oif steam, 
and the scene that ensued beggars all detcription. 
Men, women and children broke as for dear life, 
some shrieking and screaming amid the ^eafening 
noise of the blowing-off sham, which had i^eached 
its culminating point in the boilers. The frightened 
horses had broken loose, where they could, and were 
tearing helter skelter through the woods and up the 
road, and those that could not break loose were 
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rearing, pitching and dancing around the trees and 
places that held them. Everything looked as though 
the devil had broke out of his harness. Many were 
so badly frightened that they did not stop running 
or look back until they were out of breath, and the 
frightened horses never stopped until they got home. 

The imagination of the reader may run riot in 
picturing himself such a scene as is here attempted 
to be described, which occurred in real life forty- 
five years ago. Not one in thirty of those who 
were there that day ever saw a steamboat, or knew 
anything about them save through scraps in the 
newspapers describing the horrible "blowing up" 
and destruction of life. It may be said that the 
"let-off steam" of the boats in those days was in- 
comparably louder than now, and was as frightening 
then as a "blow up" would be now. 

The reception proceedings werebrokeniip for that 
day. The Captain and his officers were tendered a 
dinner at Brownsville the next day, where the Cap- 
tain was welcomed and toasted. A cotemporary 
of "old times" promised to furnish a copy of Major 
Hess' eloquent speech on that occasion, which is yet 
preserved. It is to be regretted that it could not 
be obtained, together with the proceedings of that 
memorable day, and find a place in these pages. 

Life, vj{hen viewed through the dim vista of by- 
gone days with attending incidents, often appears as 
a curious piece of fiction wrought from a feverish, 
dreamy brain. The boys who walked four or six 
miles (survivors of that vast gathering) to see the 
first steamboat, whose quick and elastic step is now 
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toached by gout or stiffened by the long walk of 
time, yet retain a lively recollection of the amusing 
incidents and scenes of that day, while little hillocks 
and white stones mark what remains of the middle- 
aged and old, save the fond memories of affection 
and love. 

Valentine Sevier, a wit, humorist and practical 
ji^ker of no mean order, yet liv^s in the memories 
oi "old times in Brownsville." A decendant of 
the old stock of Seviers, wh© began life in Tennes- 
see when it was " the State of Franklin, he inher- 
ited his full share of the genius of his forefathers, 
with the wit of his mother. Bravo and generous, 
life with Vol was ever in the merry sunshine. 

The town was never out of a joke — ^a fresh one 
for every day when times were dull — during his 
residence in it ; the old and young came in for a 
measure of his wit. His manner, so frank and can- 
did, yet grave and intensely pious when need be, 
that the victim of his jokes of yesterday, would fall 
into his trap set for him the next day. An old and 
respected citizen was F. S. Cox, long the postmaster 
ftt Brownsville. Cox had his personality, border- 
ing on excentricities. Kind-hearted and generously 
submissive to whatever of fun that grew out of a 
joke practiced upon him, he not unfrequently con- 
ceived himself the real personage of a witty pun, or 
beconiie seriously affected in imagination, by an inno- 
cent and harmless incident. So unsuspecting was 
his generous nature, that he often became a victim 
to Vol's jokes. Among the many amusing jokes 
perpretrated upon him, the following, in some 
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degree, illustrates the man. One August afternoon 
he was returning from his dinner, when near the 
public square, he came to a little white fice dog 
and another little dog grining and growling at each 
other on the sidewalk. In passing, they were in 
his way; he gave the little white fellow a rough 
shove with his foot, when the little dog turned and 
grabbed him by the calf of his leg, pinching him a 
little. Passing on, he paid no further attention to 
it. Vol Sevier was standing in Charley Guyger'e 
store door and saw it. Picking up u double-barrel 
shot gun that set near, he sliped out the back door, 
and made his way around through an alley, and 
came up in a hurried walk to where Cox was just 
joining a crowd in front of the postoffice, inquiring 
aloud, as he came up, if any one had seen a little 
white fice dog. Passing up to Cox, he said: 

" Mr. Cox, did you see anything of a little wtite 
fice dog on your way down from dinner?" 

"Yes," says Cox, "if he belongs to you. Vol, 
you'll find him down there," pointing to where be 
had seen him. 

"No," says Vol, "he is not mine, but I am after 
him to kill him; ho is mad ! " 

'" Mad ! did you say ? " says the postmaster, gibb- 
ering up his leg — "mad did you say? — bydrophobia! 
•hydrophobia ! " be cried out, jumping upon one le^ 
holding om to the other until he reached the nearest 
seat. "Tench, Tench, my son, I am bitten by a 
mad-dog, my son. Oh ! hydrophobia ! hydrophobia'! 
run my son for the doctor, and tell him I am bitten 
by a mad-dog." 
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Tenet obeyed, and the pogtmaster hobbled in the 
back room, holding on to- his bitten leg. In the 
meantime Vol slipped around and intercepted the 
doctor, and gave him the cue. The friends of Cox 
had gathered around him, not suspecting the jol^e, 
and wanted to see where and how he had been 
bitten. 

" No," said Oox, holding on to the oalf^ctfliis leg with 
both bf bis hands, "wait until the doctor comes." 

The docftor soon canae in with a enrile in his eye. 
Cox related to him the manner and how he was 
bitten, laying himself flat of -his back on a cot 
fbr the doctor to esamme his log. His psmtaloons 
were carefully drawn off, his drawcrrs turned up 
above his Jcnee, »nd the do^or went to work to 
estamine tke fatal bite. 

"Wheneaboitits is it," says the Sector. 

^Siighit there," says Cox, putting -his band on the 
oalf of his iie^. 

** Well," says the doctor, *^take yoor 3iand away, 
and let me examine it." 

The doctor looked imd e&amined, but oould find 
no bite or sign of a dog's-tooth. 

'" Why, < Oox, there ma«t be «ome mistake. There 
IB -no mark 'of « dog's tooth on th&s leg." ^ 

" Y^s be didibite me, and tbat iB»&t%ie the leg; 
it waiB the nearest 'to faim-^thepe4s no mistake abouk 
it^ i am bitten by a ma4>dog. I am sore ^that I am 
'bitten, for I fett it when l^oi Bevier told me the dog 
WMmad." 

"Who told you the dog 'fms mad?" says the 
doctor, witii a grip upon Ms 
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"Vol Sevier; he was nfter ;him with a double- 
barrel." . ' 

The doctor could hold in no longer, bursting 
into a laugb, he said: 

" Why, Cox, you are only bitten by one of Vol'a 
jokes, there is no sign of a dog bite on your leg." . 

The good-natured postmaster realizing the hoak% 
dressed himself and joined his friends in the joke. 

Vol played a joke off on old Robin, a notable 
character of '* old times " in Brownsville. Kobin 
was familiarly known as " Old Herring Bones," an 
appellation he inherited from his native State, North 
Carolina. His early reusing was near the herring 
shoals of the old North State. He indignantly re- 
sented the slam upon his nativity. Eiiown and 
respected for his age and fidelity to his owner8,,he 
became a sort of free man about town and a 
privileged character. The old negro swore like a 
trooper; and when provoked his tongue knew no 
bounds. Robin always walked with a long staff- 
sometimes it would be a corn-stalk. When the 
boys about town would find Robin with his cOtn- 
stalk, they would poke fun at him by calling him 
"Old Herring Bones;" when he would lose his 
self-command, and chase them to the school^room, 
or some^ safe place of retreat* Robin claimed revo- 
lutionary honors — ^that he served, with his old 
master, Macon, in the Revolutionary War. He was 
brought to Haywood by George Jordan., stepson of 
Colonel Nixon, and last belonged to Colonel Mans- 
field Ware, who, venerating his age and past faithful 
services, allowed him great latitude about town.^ 
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On one occadion he bought for Robin the cloth 
for a fine suit of clothes, and told him to take it 
over to Eddings' tailor shop and get Mr. Eddings to 
take his measure and cut them out, and his mistress 
would have them made. Robin took the cloth and 
walked across the square to Eddings' shop. Mr. 
Eddings was out. Vol Sevier happened to be in the 
shop at the time. 

Robin, after waiting «ome time, began to get im- 
patient for Eddings to return. Vol inquired of him 
what he wanted with Eddings. Robin told him that 
tiie Colonel had bought him cloth for a suit of 
clothes, and sent him to Mr. Eddings to have his 
measure taken and the suit cut out. 

"Well," says Vol, "Robin, if you are in a hurry 
I can take your measure, and when Mr. Eddings 
comes in he can cut them out." 

"What! you tailor. Vol Sevier? You no tailor; 
no, sir; can't spile this cloth, that you won't." 

"But," says Vol, "Robin, I can take your measure 
and the tailor will do the cutting." 

Vol's manner of speech became convincing, and 
removed old Robin's doubts as to his ability to take 
his measure. He finally consented, if he would be 
in a hurry and do it quick, as the Colonel would be 
waiting for him. 

" Well," says Vol, "take off your coat and vest." 
Robin did as he was told. 

"Now take off your pants and shirt, Robin," says 
Vol. 

Robin faltered, and began to doubt whether Vol 
knew what he was about. Vol soon convinced him, 



264 Remmaemm of OK Times 

however, that he did, mA he ooMeiited to take bff 
everything he had, if Vol would oaly bd in a. hunry 
and let him off quiok« 

The old negro denuded hiimelf of hi& shirt axki 
breechea. 

**]Srow,^* says Vol,." liobin, get up on this broad 
table ; it waa made fop the purpose." Robin did as 
he was told. 

** Now lay flat o» youf baek/' 

Robin obe;^ed ae a medium in the handa of a mm^ 
merizer. 

Vol straightened and fixed Bobin^s legs and arms, 
and taking a piece of chalk commenced taking his 
measure. Beginning at Robin's head, he traced 
around and down his neck to his shoulder, then 
down his aim and round up to his arm**pit, then 
down his body and around, his hip down to his heel, 
thence up the ineade of the leg and down the other 
leg to the heel, thence up the other side as before 
to the beginning. 

Just as he was making the finishing mark, Colonel 
Ware stepped to the door and asked for Robin. 
The old negro raised him«ieif up in a aiftting poeturet 
The Colonel, comprehending in a moment what Vol 
had been at, commenced scolding Robin. for allowing 
himself to be made a fool of by Vol Sevier. Robin, 
realizing his situation all in a moment, commenced 
cursing Vol, jumped off the bench, and gathered 
his long staff. Vol, understanding old Robin when 
he thought fun was being poked at him, leaped out 
of the front door and "Old Herring Bones" after 
him, and the Colonel calliug to old Robin to eom» 
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back and put on his clothes, an old fool, and go 
home. 

It was several months before Vol Sevier would 
let old Robin get within reach of him. 

"Old times" in Brownsville had its tailors, sad- 
dlers, tanners, ginmakers, and shoemakers, but 
was without a barber. The tailors, on account of 
their handling the scissors well, were often called 
on to do the hair-cutting ; sometimes the dexterous 
young clerks, who always had sharp scissors, were 
called on. Vol in his kind offices toward' his fel- 
low-man, learned to handle the scissors, and was 
regarded as the best hair-ci^tter in town, and was 
often called upon when he was not in the humor for 
the job. It was only his partial friends, and they 
were many, that he would barberize. 

There came to Haywood, most every fall, a hand- 
some young man from Middle Tennessee, trading 
in horses and mules. He had made the acquaintance 
of the young men about town, and, withal, was an 
agreeable young man, and a pleasant companion. 
He dressed well, rode a fine horse, and always 
had money in his pocket. He was admitted into 
society — -just enough to admit of his making the 
acquaintance of a few young ladies. 

His hair needed cutting very much ; learning that 

Vol was an expert hair-cutter, he hunted him up. 

Vol, with a half dozen or more gentlemen of 
12 
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leiBura^ TVtere sitting oader the shade tFeto^ before 
Welch's tavern, when the young man came up* 
Af^roaehing him, he said : 

" Mr. Sevier, I leara from your frieadis in town 
that you are in the habit of catting hair, and that 
you are the best cutter in towti; will you ciit 
laine?" Vol threw his hum<Mroii^ l$»]gMng ef^ 
Qpon tli^ handsome yauag trader for a momlesifl 
before relying. 

^^ I hope I am not mistaken in the gentleman ; 
your friend Mr. Cox, the postmaefter, pointed you 
out to me, and told me you were the best hair-cut- 
ter in town, and that^ you would ctft it ft» me." 

Yol had decided, telling the young man td go over 
to Eddings' tailor shop, and get a pair of sciissors. 
The evening was pleasant, and by the time the 
young horse-trader returned with the scissors, the 
crowd under the shade trees had increased in num^ 
bers. The young man returned, his face beaming 
with delight. Csunp-meeting was going on out at the 
camp-ground, and he wanted to look his best the 
next day. Vol rose and fixed his chair for the 
young man to sit in, who, taking off his coat, fixed 
himself straight up and was ready for the operation. 

Vol pulled off' his coat, and commenced without 
asking him how he wanted it cut. His hair was long 
and bushey, and inclined to be redish. Vol combed 
it out strsdght, parting it in the middle from his 
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forehead to the nape of hie neck, and commenced 
cm one side where it was parted, and worked down 
to his ear. As the scissors clipped off the last long 
lock on that side, the crowd around looking on, 
began to giggle and snigger. The young man, 
devining that it was something about his head they 
were amusing themselves at, put his hand up to the 
barbarized side, and feeling no hair, he blirsted ont 
into a rage of flaming words, jumped up and swore 
that it was an outrage — '^ that he had rather than 
the price of his fine horse, not to have had his head 
ruined." Vol, in his bland manner, without a 
smile, while the bystanders were in a roar oi laugh* 
ler, persuaded the young man that his hair was not 
^^ ruined," and before he cut the otker side, to walk 
in &e publie room of the tavern, whsre he would 
find a looking gla^, and he would see tiiat it W€u 
not " rvmedJ* 

The young trader took him at his word ; w«nt 
in and saw himself m the glass, as others had seen 
Mm. He grew furious and oocontrolable ; swore 
«nd eursed at Sevier, and ev^ybody else, but par* 
ticularly at Cox, for recommending him as a hair* 
cutter. 

He swore " if anybody would fight him, he would 
fight the whole town." 

All the while Vol kept his face unwriukled, per- 
suading the young man, who had become wild with 
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paBsioQ, to take his seat and let him finish the job. 

But no! he would not He vowed that '*he 
should not put his hand on his head again or cut 
another hair." 

The joke had taken rather deep root, and seemed 
likely to become serious. However, Vol possessed 
great fertility of expedient, and he was bound to 
work out of it. Few men knew better the workings 
of the human passions. A master performer exer- 
cised not more power over his instrument than he 
did in mastering the springs of feeling and thought 
of his subject, or with whom it was his wont to 
play. His joke had taken well, and he was willing 
that it should go forth as a preventive to future 
annoyances in the way of hair^utting. Letting the 
young trader rage and fume until the mirthful 
crowd were satisfied (which satisfied him), remidning 
all the while without a wrinkle or reflex from his 
face to show that it was purposed, he threw his en- 
. chanting coils around his green subject, and seated 
him again, for the other side of his head to be done 
likewise; and when finished, convinced the owner 
of a well shaved head that it became him admira^ 
bly, which was attested by those around turning 
their mirth into admiration of his dexterity in 
handling the scissors. 

Sevier took much interest in things about town^ 
and frequently contributed to the interest and va- 
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riety of the local trade. To exemplify his passion in 
that way, an anecdote is preserved of hina, in which 
he caused his friend Cox to become the contributor. 
Cox was concerned in the tanning business, and 
was the largest purchaser of green hides in town. 
It was customary to weigh and sell the horns with 
the hide at the established price. Vol. happened to 
be down at the tanyard one day when a lot of hides 
belonging to an honest, hard-working countryman 
were being weighed and delivered. He noticed one 
of them without horns — ^the hide ofamuley cow or ox. 
The country gentleman took the weight of the hides 
and went up town to get his pay from Cox. Vol 
went along with him. Going along, he suggested 
to the owner of the hides that he was entitled to 
homage on one of his hides. 

"What?'' says the countryman, "how! what did 
you say?" 

" Homage^^^ says Vol. " One of your hides was a 
mdley — didn't have any horns. It is worth more 
than those with horns. So, when Mr. Cox goes to 
pay you, you must claim homage." 

The hide vendor understood it Handing in the 
weights, the calculation at so much a pound was 
made and the money being counted out, when the 
country gentleman stated to Mr. Cox that he was 
entitled to homage on one of the hides — that it was 
a muley hide. 
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"Homage! what?" says Cox; "who ever heard 
of such a thing as homage ? " 

"1 have," says the gentleman seller, "and yon 
have got to pay me homage on that mnley hide/' 

In the meantime Vol stepped in, and his friend 
Cox appealed to him, to know if such a thing was 
ever heard of before, and what he thought about it. 

"Yes," says Vol, "it's right." "Homage" was 
established in the tanyard thereafter, upon Vol's 
decision. 
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CHAPTER Xni. 

Fayette, Its Geographical and Topographical Features — 
County Sites Established for Seven Counties — L. P. 
Williamson — Sardeman — Bolivar — EzekialPolk — Jack- 
son--' Cdond O, D. McLean. 

Paybttb. — The year after the Chickasaw title to the 
laads in West Tennessee was extinguished by the 
United States government (in 1818), by an act of 
the Legislature, the territory embracing the present 
limits of Fayette, Hardeman, McNary and Shelby, 
was attached to Hardin, and comprehended Hardin 
county^ Afterward, and during the period of the 
same session, by a supplemental act, the present 
limits of Shelby was defined^nd fixed. 

In 1821 Shelby county was established, and the 
territory now forming the counties of Payette and 
Tipton, was attached, and Hardeman and Haywood 
attached to Madison. 

In 1822 Hardeman was established, then embrac- 
ing the territory, which, the year following (1823), 
was laid off and erected into a county, and called 
" Fayette " in honor of, and for 

GENERAL LAEATETTE, 

who, the year following, was the ^^naUon^s guest.'' 
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In the year 1824, the conntieB of Fayette, Harde- 
man, Haywood, Tipton, Dyer and Gibson, became 
separate and independent counties, with separate 
judicial jurisdiction. Previous to that period, and 
up to 1821, the inhabitants of the territory, now 
Fayette county, were embraced within the jurisdic- 
tion of Hardin; and from 1821 to the period whesi it 
'was established as a separate county, under the 
jurisdiction of the courts of Shelby. 

In the same year (1824) commissioners were 
appointed by the Legislature to locate and establish 
county sites for the new counties embraced in the 
act of that year. 

In 1825, Somerville was established as the perma- 
nent county site for Fayette, and the lots were sold 
by the commissioners, appointed by the county 
court, in September of that year. It is worthy of 
note, that the county sites for the counties of Hay- 
wood, Tipton, Obion, Hardeman, Gibson, Dyer and 
Fayette, were located and established in the same 
year. Commissioners by the several county courts 
were appointed to lay off the towns and sell the 
lots, the several sites having been located upon 
grounds donated for that purpose. ' 

The commission s for Brownsville, Haywood coun ty, 
were L. McGuire, N. T. Perkins, William H. Hen- 
derson and Thomas G. Kixon, and the sale took 
place the third Monday in March. 
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The commissioners for Covington, Tipton county, 
were Marcus Calmes, Robert G. Green, John Eck- 
ford, Alex. Robinson and E. T. Pope ; sale twelfth 
of April, 

The commissioners for Dresden, Obion county, 
were John Terrell, John Schultz, Mear Warner, 
Perry Vincent and Martin Lawler; sale fourteenth 
of April. 

For Bolivar, Hardeman county, Thomas J. Har- 
d-eman, John H. Bills, Nat Steel, West Harris and 
John T. Cockran; sale on twenty-second of April. 

For Gibsonport, Gibson county, J. B. Hogg, 
William C. Love, John W. Evans, Robert Finkle 
and John P. Thomas; sale July twentieth. 

For Dyersburg, Dyer county, J. Rutherford, 
Griffin Rutherford, Ben Porter, William Martin and 
Thomas Nash; sale twenty-sixth of July. 

Commissions for Somerville, were Henry Kirk, 
Daniel Johnson, Hamilton Thornton, William Owen 
and John T. Patterson; sale on the fourteenth day 
of September. 

During that year (1826) immigration to the new 
counties exceeded any other year. 

Fayette — the territory embraced within the limits 
of Fayette, bordering north on the waters of the Big 
Hatchie, south by the piire silvery waters of the 
Wolf, the Loosa Hatchie, with its numerous feeders, 
rising up through the center — no county in West 
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Tennessee was more inviting to tiie early iaunigrant 
settler, or could boast of richer virgin laads, pecnii- 
arly adapted to Southern agricultare, and capable of 
sustaining a large population. Settled by men of 
enterprise, intelligence and wealth, it early took a 
stand among the most favored counties in the dis- 
trict, noted for the refined, cultivated tasl^e and 
good morals of its citizens. Prominent among the 
early pioneer settlers of Payette worthy of honorable 
mention, and whose long and useful life, beginning 
with his early manhood, was the late 

LEWIS p. WILLIAMSON. 

With an energy and enterprise unknown to the 
present age, he exchanged the luxuries and com- 
forts, the pleasures and enjoyments of a cultivated 
and refined society in the " Old North State " for 

the hardships, dangers and difficulties^ incident to 
the early settlers in the wilds (rf W^ Tennessee. 
His boyhood days spent in his native State, North 
Carolina, his early manhood at " Yale,'* where he 
graduated with honors in his twentieth y^r ; he re- 
turned to his native home, an elected member 
to the State Legislature before he was twenty-one 
years of age. Nine miles northwest of Somer- 
ville he fixed his residence, in the loveliest spot in 
the wilderness, and built him a roundrlog house imth 
a passage in the middle^ like other new comers of that 
day, and called it *' Iveuuess," after a place in Old 
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Scotland, from which his wife's ancestors emi- 
grated, where he with his happy family lived, im- 
proviiig and beautifying it until his death, which 
occurred in 1865, having lived three score and four 
years, and 4he last forty in Fayette. 

Mr. Williamson was a ripe scholar, a polished 
writer, an eloquent speaker and ready debater. He 
several times represented his fellow-citizens of Fay- 
ette in the State Legislature with notable ability. 
He was the author of, and secured to West Tennes- 
see the first railroad charter, thp Memphis and 
LaGrange railroad ; which was afterward adopted, 
and formed a part of the Memphis and Charleston 
railroad. 

In the early days of WTiigery he entered the field 
of politics, under the banner of "Harry of the 
West," and became a candidate for Congress. His 
glowing eloquence in the cause of Whigery — ^in 
advocating and maintaining the principles of govern- 
ment as taught by the great statesmen, Webster 
and Clay — distinguished him as a man of merit, and 
eminent among the first men of West Tennessee. 
Noted for his refined, cultivated taste, strict moral 
deportment, andhis utter abhorrence of "grog-shops " 

(he was a great advocate in the cause of temperance), 
he relied alone upon his personal merit and the just- 
ness of his cause for votes. * In the celebrated 
canvass in which he mad.Q a distingyjishijag mark as 
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a speaker aad ready debater, C. II. Williams, of 
Madison, and W. C. Danlap, of Shelby, were his 
opponents. Williams was of the same school of 
politics with himself, and Dunlap a Democrat. Mr. 
Williamson and Mr. Dunlap made the canvass of 
the district together, on horseback. Personally 
warm and fast friends, an anecdote is told of them, 
illustrative of the men and mode of electioneering. 
Traveling together one day, they came to a cross- 
roads store, where liquor was kept also. Colonel 
Dunlap, forgetting nothing of the qualities constitu- 
ting a successful canvasser for votes, discovering 
several men standing iu the store door, halted as 
they rode up in front, remarking to his friend 
Williamson that he felt dry — that if he, being a 
temperance man, would hold his horse for a 
moment, he would get down and '^ take a drink." 
The kind Mr. Williamson readily consented. 

Colonel Dunlap dismounted, and with a generous, 
smiling face entered the store. Calling for a drink, 
he turned to the bystanders, and said: 

" Gentlemen, join me — candidate for Congress — 
passing through your country— - glad to make ae- 
quaiutances. Come, gents, join me in a drink." 

He was of course joined by half a dozen or more 
hardy voters, they thinking it was their rightful 
duty to drink a candidate's liquor. While all were 
tilling their glasses and exchanging glances at each 



in West Tennessee. 277 

other, the Colonel, throwing his eyes across his 
shoulder, remarked: 

^^ See that man on his horse? He is a temperance 
man; delivers a fine temperance speech. He 
wouldn't he caught in such a place as this for all 
the votes in the neighborhood. He is my opponent. 
My name is William C. Dunlap, candidate for Con- 
gress — ^good day, gentlemen; I can't be with you 
longer; my friend is holding my horse." 

Mr. Williamson's devotion to the case of Whigery 
induced him to retire from the canvass in favor of 
his political eonfrere. Colonel Williams, when his 
prospects of election were considered brighter than 
any other candidate in the field. His compass of 
mind fitted him for every intellectual pursuit. His 
rare business capacity and refined cultivated taste was 
evidenced in the management of his agricultural 
and domestic affiiirs and the beautifying of the 
home of his family. 

It was, perhaps, in the year 1856-67, that the 
Agricultural Bureau of the State offered a prize for 
the best agricultural essay and address on the occa- 
sion of the Fair held that year at Jackson. The 
contestants were Governor James C. Jones, Gov- 
ernor A. A. Brown and Lewis P. Williamson. The 
prize was awarded to Mr a- Williamson, and ordered 
printed in the report of the Agricultural Bureau. 

As a Christian gentleman, worthy and honorable 
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in every purenit in life^ no more fitting tribute iMid 
eulogy upon his fair name and character could be 
offered than the following quotation the writer is 
permitted to make from a touching letter from his 
widow, after his death, to a friend, and who survived 
him but a few years. 8he says : 

" From the period of his conversion throughout 
his whole life he was a Christian in the sublime and 
exalted spiritual sense of the word, and was ever 
ready to give a reason for the faith that was in him 
with meekness and fear. While his Worth was like 
a heap of gold thai could not be coimtedy the great char- 
acteristic feature of his nol^le nature was his disin- 
terested benevolence. From the time he left college 
up to the close of his useful life, he had the care of 
the widow and the orphan, managed a great many 
estates for rich and poor, and never accepted com- 
pensation B$,ve in one instance, when it wa^ forced 
upon him. His labors of love and works of good- 
ness were abundant, and known only to the few, for 
all were done in a quiet, unostentatious manner, not 
letting his left hand Irnow what his right hand did. 
But his work is with his God, and his record is on 
high ! " ' 

HARDEMAN. 

In 1822 Hardeman was formed, and the counties 
bordering on the Hatc^e extending to the Missis- 
sippi, including Shelby, were attached for judicial 
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purposes. The courts were held at " Hatofaie Town '* 
until 1824, when Boliyar was laid off and established 
as the county site. . The county was named for 
Thomas Hardeman, member from the county of 
Davidson to the first territorial convention, held at 
Knoxville on the 11th of January, 17^6, to frame a 
constitution preparatory to Tennessee becoming a 
State, and the town of Bolivar was called for the 
great " liberator of his country," Simon Bolivar, the 
hero of South America. 

BOLIVAR 

was a Venezuelean, born in Carraccas in the year 
1785. Of noble blood, he was educated in the re- 
fined courts of Europe, a companion and traveler 
with Humboldt. When in his twenty-sixth year 
he returned to his natal land, offered his services to 
the Congress of Grenada to rid his country of the 
Spanish yoke, and with six hundred men marched 
against the great Spanish G-eneral Morillo. After 
eleven years struggle with varied successes, he 
'finally triumphed over Morillo and his Spanish 
troops, confirming the title which had been given 
him of being the "liberator of his country." 

Noted among the first settlers in Hardeman was 

COLONEL EZBKIEL POLK. 

The advanced age to which Colonel Polk had at- 
tained when braving the trials and hardships inci- 
dent to pioneer life, in bringing the ax and plow 



280 JRemiimcences of Otd limes 

where aloae the sayage hunter's footprinte had trod 
the wilderness — ^the haunts of the wild beast — 
marked the strong and inflexible will and indomita* 
ble energy of the man. Colonel Polk's early life, 
bis habits and proclivities, had fitted him for such 
an undertaking. A revolutionary patriot, he had 
served with the rank of Captain and promoted to 
that of Colonel in our struggle for independence. 

He was a member of the first convention held in 
South Carolina to take measures against British 
encroachments. • With a widely-extended and. intel- 
ligent understanding, he displayed a sound judgment 
in the management of his affairs, marked with strong 
idiosyncrasys of character, as was notably attested 
by his writing his own epitaph. As a curious piece 
of literature of '^ old times in the Big Hatchie coun- 
try," it is here reproduced for the amusement and 
interest of the reader, without comment: 

" Lines to be inscribed on the grave-stone of E. 
Polk, written by himself June 24th, 1821, in the 
seventy-fourth year of his age : 

<« Here lies the dust of old £. P., 
One matance of morHlity ; 
Pennsylvania born, Carolina bred ; 
In Tennessee died upon his bei. 
Bis youthful days he spent in pleasure, 
His latter days, in grtthering treasure ; 
From superstition lived qilite ft'ee, 
And praoiiced strict morality. 
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To holy cheats, was never willing, 

To give one solitary shilling. 

He can foresee, and foreseeing, 
He equals most men in being. 

That church and State, will join their power, 

And misery on this country shower ; 

The Methodist, with their camp-brawling, 

Will be the cause of this downfalhng ; 

An error not destined to «ee, 

He waits for poor posterity ; 

First fruits and tenths are odious things, 

And so are bishops, tithes, and kings. 

As there are no rocks in this <5ountry fit /or 
grave-stones, let it be done on durable wood, well 
painted,' and placed upright at my head, and a 
weeping willow planted at my feet." 

The Colonel died three years afterward; this, 
among his last injunctions, was obeyed. 

JACKSON. 

Jackson, Madison county, the abode of ease, ele- 
gance and refind civilized enjoyment, the homes of 
the interprising and intelligent, the beautiful and 
cultivated, the seat of learning and temple of the 
law, was the Jhrst habitable town in West Tennessee. 
It was peopled before Brownsville, Covington, 
Somerville, Bolivar and other county towns, had a 
local habitation, or a name, by the best families, 
from the old States. It was there the first courts of 
law were organized and the first academy of learn- 
ing established, and gave birth to the first newspaper 
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published in West Tennessee. It stands to-day, 
with its blocks of brick and mortar, fashioned in 
the most approved taste and style of modern archi- 
tecture — ^it8 fine public buildings, and private resi- 
dences, with its enterprise in manufactures and 
commerce, thrift and wealth, second only to Mem- 
phis, with its many moie advantages, beside the 
great " inland sea," rolling past its front. Yet it is 
within the recollection of the writer, when it was 
but a hamlet on the banks of the south fork of Forked 
Deer, dependent for its sugar and coffee upon the navi- 
gation by ^' keel boats " of that little tortuous stream. 
It is regretted — ^the more to be regretted; as '* old 
times in West Tennessee " had its birth at Jackson — 
that the reminiscences and incidents of early life 
in that place is debarf*ed its full share in the pages 
of this little volume. Should the theme which has 
engaged the pen and interest of the writer, find 
favor with the readers of these " reminiscences in 
the Big Hatchie country," he may be encouraged to 
a larger and more inviting field, which will take 
Jackson and Madison county as the starting point, 
and "work up the timber," according to the 
original "blazee." The apology, if indeed, an 
apology be necessary, for going to Jackson, is to 
make honorable mention of one of the pioneer 
newspaper men of West Tennessee (and the first 
paper published in the district) 
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CHARLES D. M'LEAN, 

**th€ beet in the world/' whose long and iisefci 
life has been spared through the vicissitudes and 
gradations of establishing a country, wrought from 
the wilds of a savage territory into a highly 
improved State, teeming with wealth and popula- 
tion — ^the work of only a half century. But few 
men are older, and who have been longer connected 
with the early and late history of West Tennessee 
tiian Colonel McLean. A native of Virginia, he was 
born in the year 1795. Emigrating to West Ten- 
nessee, he settled in Jackson in 1828-4. On the 
twenty-ninth day of May, 1824, he, with Elijah 
Bigelow, issued the first number of the Jackson 
Gazette, which was continued to be published 
under his supervision and management until the 
year 1830, when it came under the editorial man- 
agement of the late J. H. McMahon, and its title 
changed to that of the Truth Teller. The Gazette 
was the immediate successor to the Pioneer, the first 
newspaper published at Jackson, which ceased to 
be published after the death of its editor, occurring 
in a few months after the first number W3« issued. 
The Gazette was the only paper published in the 
dfetrict for several years. It was published in the 
interest of General Jackson and David Crockett, 
from 1824 to 1830 inclusive ; the files of which is 
yet preserved by Colonel McLean as a relic of 
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" old times " in West Tennessee, and is a welcome 
guest among the " Old Folks at Home," of which, 
he is their honorable President, and ranks the 
oldest Colonel McLean was honored by a seat in 
the State Legislature, from the county of Madison, 
during his residence in that county. In the year 
1833, he fixed his place of residence in the vicinity 
of Memphis, where he continues to reside. Hav* 
ing lived to a green old age, his venerable form, 
beginning to bend* a little with the weight of many 
long years of usefulness, may be seen on the streets 
of Memphis every bright day, enjoying life in a 
good joke, " the best in the world," which is the 
Colonel's universal response to an old friend, when 
inquiring as to his health — ^it is always the '* best in 
the world." 
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CHAPTER XrV. 

Bright and Lasting Memories of Youth — Idnking the 
Past with the Present — The Old Log Schoolhouse — 
The School' Path and. Play- Ground— -Demanding a 
Day's Holiday — Barring Out the Schoolmaster. 

The most lasung of memories graven upon 
the young mind — the scenes and incidents of young 
life — become brighter and fresher in after life, link- 
ing, by fond and endearing memories, the past with 
the present, forgetful of the long intervening years 
of pain, peril and strife. With the vision of the 
past, the aged look back through the dim vista to 
the days of their youth, as a bright thrilling dream, 
enchanted by its memories, as a lover in pursuit of 
the object of his affections — ^bright pictures upon 
the unstained walls of youthful memory most truth- 
ful in nature. 

The old schoolhouse, where they first learned to 
^^ spell baker," the play-ground with its scenes and 
incidents, the big spring and the sparkling spring- 
branch, rippling over its pebbly bed through the 
deep shades of the forest to the creek, where at 
summer's-noon they learned to "swim;" the 
school-path, narrow and winding through pleasant 
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grounds made hard and smooth by the daily tramp 
of many little feet ; the " foot-log " across the deep 
creek, where they were wont to stop and cast peb- 
bles into its bright waters, or amuse themselves 
with the schools of little fishes rising to the surface 
to gather the crumbs from their "school-basket;** 
the five and thirty " school boys " banding 
together, to demand of the " schoolmaster " a day's 
holiday to go to a log-rolling or house-raising ; or, 
perchance, to a fish-fry, or a shooting match, and 
he, in his individual flovereignty protesting against 
their juvenile wishes — their natural rights. The 
final decision taken, the early gathering of the boys 
at the " schoolhouse ; '* the barring of the doors and 
windows; the anxious waiting, and appearance of 
the " old schoolmaster," as he rises the hill ; his 
wroth and angry will at ^eing barred out of his 
rightful castle, and being detlwoned of his authority 
— he demands entrance, denouncing the " assumed 
rights," declares it a revolt, and threatens vengeance 
upon the leading rebels; the whole school backs 
up the leaders, while they stand pleading through 
the open cracks in the logs, disclaiming ill-will, and 
expressing their perfect willingness " to submit to his 
rule and discipline to-morrow ; " the schoolmaster 
still refuses, holds on to his iron will, and renews his 
threats of punishment ; he riles the boys to more 
desperate measures; the final catastrophe colmi^ 
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Slates^ the dfoors are unbarred^ audi the five and 
thirty h€i*et<rfore obedieat scholars gather round 
the schoolmaster) a half do^en (^ the largest gather 
Mm «p upon their shouWera, aad he is borne away . 
to the creek — ^the tasual place of going in swimming. 
The old incorrigible kicks and Writhes, threatening 
vengeance; the pool is reached, and the whole 
school cry out, " souse him — souse him ; it will cool 
him oflF; " the hard-hearted '/ sehoolmaster " begins 
to soften ; the tyrant begins to beg and promise 
to let them have the day. Too late, too late, souse — , 
heroes under ! " Souse him again ! " by the whold 
school. Imploringly he cries, "stop ! hold! do it no 
more aiid you shall have a week's holiday." That 
will do — ^let him off, let him off," was the verdict of 
the school. Smiling and good natured he clambers 
up the bank, and all hands join in expressing good 
will, with promises to be ptmctual to school Monday 
morning, and stndy hard. 

The most joyous and happy gatherings of the 
neighborhood, in " old times," were at the quiltings. 
It was seldom that the young people in the settle- 
ments got together except at a quilting frolic. 
During the early winter months a week never passed 
without a quilting, which always ended in a dancing 
frolic, followed soon by several weddings. It was 
common, during the " log-rolling " season, for quilt- 
ing to be going on at the house while the men were 
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out in the field or new-ground rollhig logs. It was 
uBual to invite the whole settlement to a log-rolling 
— ^the men to come and bring their wives and 
daughters. It was always the occasion of a big 
dinner. The field-work done, and the quilt finisied, 
everything was cleared away for the hardy young men 
and girls to have their frolic. A fiddler who could 
play two or more tunes was always on hand. It 
would puzzle the "pleasing recollections" of "old 
times" to treasure up the varied innocent country 
amusements that brooded over the land. The fair 
and happy country lass thought not of making herself 
beautiful by art. Her plump, glowing cheeks put to 
blush the face-physic, common to "dressy" young 
women of the present day. Unwittingly they 
romped and played, unmindful of the outside tissue 
or tinsel; decked in innocence, she doth all things 
sweet and graceful; 

" to paint the lily ; 

To throw a perftime on the violet, 

^. — to add another hue 

Unto the rainbow 

Ab wasteful, and ri^culous excess.'' 

CUB MOTHER. 

Gentle reader, the strongest and most enduring 
passion of the human heart is for our mother. 

<< All other passions fleet to air." 

Sweet, endearing memories of our mother, who 
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lored 118 ere W0 hai a iMKQg, feuii ifhoi» W^ drew 
our young iiie*-4hy iaaage, tha bogli^test ei^gpmyea 
•mpon ^^ meriiorie» widl,^ beooming brightca^-*mifad- 
ing and undiiomed by ^vm^ ia embiiiB^d ia ii^ 
hearths fsffectUudL. That lifttla hUIock adsed mpim 
ti|e bosom of mother mrOxjO^migtcmn wilji greea 
moss, or decked yn&L flowets^ marka h^r lacrt; resting 
place; it has for juta rjasisfleBa chacoir^we woidd not 
ask 

» ■ t o gitee iM Ho|c our dasd i 

Throfogh all 'the wimderings m^ varied mazes 
oar wayward feet have trodden since our youth, the 
image and sweet memories of our mother endear- 
eth; growing brighter and more lovely a^ the hair 
upon our heads takes upon it the froots of mimy, 
many winters. 

Reader, are you ever i:eminded of your mother, 

unbent and stately — stately among the stateliest, 

with elastic step, easy under the weight of venerable 

years — as she mpves with an ear at all times kindly 

open, and a heart generous, loving to the prattle 

snd whims of her children's children, her grand 

and great grandchildren, in their shining new frocks 

»ad dean white aprons, vieing with each other as 

to who should do thi% or who that for her ? They 

were very sunshme to her in the vale and shadows 

of her last days. Buch are tiie sweet memories of 
13 
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my mother when last I saw her in life. May I not 
claim, in filial respect to her 'memory/ the mention 
of her name in these pagds as one of the hrave- 
hearted mothers and wives who shared with their 
husbands and sons the .perils and hardships of tiie 
pioneer settler's life in the Big Hatchie country? 
It would be filial impiety not to. 

Born and reared in the lap and ease of plenty, 
she, when fortune's frowns were most bitter, joined 
with her husband— ^my father — ^in the wish to seek 
new faces and a new home in the far off "West Leav- 
ing behind all painful regrets, with the true heroism 
of a wife, she foUowed^-the fortunes of her husband 
through the long and wearisome travel from Cum- 
berland county. North Carolina, through the sands 
of South Carolina, Georgia and Alabama, to Cov- 
ington county, Mississippi, taking camp fare and 
'camp comfort common to the movers of that day 
(1822). "With no misgivings as to the future, always 
cheerful and joyous, sustained by a pure Christian 
soul undimmed by adversity, she* felt rich alone in 
the objects of her aftection — her husband and chil- 
dren — her six little jewels, the youngest an 'infant 
and the oldest but twelve years. Sojourning a few 
years in Mississippi, she enters the same vehicle ih 
which she had traveled from^he "Old North State," 
with her six little jewels and another added, and shared 
the ynotefs comfort through the Choctaw and Chick- 
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asaw ^^ nations "to the Big Hatchie country, aa nien- 
tioned in the first chapter of these reminiscences. 

My mother, whom my father was fond to call 
Patsej/y was bom in North Carolina, December 26th, 
in the year 1790, and was christened Martha Macon, 
Maccxi was the maiden name of her mother. 8hei 
was the fifth child of Joseph Seawelland Marthst 
Macon, smd third daughter, and next to the youngest, 
who was a son. Their names were Harry, Jamest 
and Nat, Nancy (Ann), Betsey (Elizabeth), and Patsey^ 
(Martiia), my mother. She tiurvived them all — ^ber 
brother James only a^few yem^. 

My mo&er married my fivdier in the year 1806/ 
when in her seventeenth year. Under her loving 
care five sons and three daughters grew up to man 
and womanhood. She lived to enjoy the society 
and mingle in the domestic circle of her children, 
until all had grown old together, and to bless, wUh 
her fondest love and affection fifty-six grandchUdren^ be- 
side great grandchildren. 

She survived my father by thirty years (remain- 
ing a widow), her youngest child (a daughter), nine 
years, and eldest (a son) by two years, and was by 
her surviving children followed to her last resting 
place in Elmwpod, April, 1867, having lived seventy- 
seven years and seventeen days. Zealously attached 
to her church (the Presbyterian), of which she had 
been a member sixty-one years. Loving, kind and 
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c)»ri«»bl«, tam^mm^ nAknt^ l0#ard ti» imchnite. 
ble, die wm notable &A her deep piefy. With rtecagi 
intoititelcyve fioor bnrcMldBeii, adie dosed Iter eyce to 
tlieit ntftny sbDiteoniiiigs^ wlffle her Aoul wee fii 
piwf«r in. tteMit. M to be bttrid to tlitf fiwlte Jtadb 
Matiee of eme^ dWUm be eioM^ it wa eqf^ 
aetlm^s ^emk&mmxu Tmnkg, jcUbtn, eiur witlcbedr 
ovef liifeoi ^^HNb the eeme m» iad dfibetfameM 
aitteirtioii^ ae wbest tbegr: «nere ai^nil bev fiMtetoM 
ae Mie eUIiitM. 

IHg diffidtOt fbr the wnti^, in tiiia sbcffit |»hK»tt 
sketch of his motheFy to separate he? moiei front 
beir ititelieetttiil clia]»d»r, & beer peneadis flb» Vas 
^ lliir iepi^iiseatadi^e of lAiaidnie majesty df Hom^ 
sphited Slid ga;^ in Anne^ii elo^eht and ebaiite iffi^ 
cc^veraatioti, t0iiq>eiiBd with ftfelings of tendernisai 
atid i^ie^dt ft^r the ^itdoiis and ftndertf o&eiai 
0he iras alHrfi^^ ir^i&&jm g>n«$8t fax &e eolAal of 

bet fHends i»34 IM3t^flin^ 

The genuine sentiment oi^^i loving, kiM, aiEid 
generous natni^dy cbmbiidiig all th($ dhamdhg 
acconiplishments iihat so beautiMly- adorn the 
Christian daughtel* and sister, wife and mother, dis- 
tinguished her as a ksiohboil 

Ardent in her temperament, devoid of fickleness, 
she was firm and constant in her Mendsbips; 
devoted to her Bible^ her yeli^idns feelings gvew^ 
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tuttokf^t mA h^w iaH3i brlghWI- lii tb« ^venifig of 
her long life. 

^4 tilths Mid biiUiti^ 4>f the Obristkiih ^di^el ^ 
"Mire fiiUjr iUiitftrittid iiai bef ^eatiii, as th^ bad been' 
MMopttfted in het loi^llfe. Sit^, g^tle reader, 
vim oiie of ^ j^ion^r wiv^ a^ liiotbers, wfat^ 
Ajoj^lllb in ikb fibM 8etlter's^al>iii and amoti^ 
ber wM^Wm^^ wb&^^ ifiii^ ^^mon tod x^'ote dotb,"^ 
iMf be£6M Anty aiM |ea;loa#)r^ eommti^il tofiuiMbn- * 
li^le HAr, teti^d Ibe «eltl€firiEei!ite--^wik> Hired to etee^ 
Hk^ wfidfer^fr diBapf^ai* for I3ie broad dtiMyated 
a<^»M9y Hie inely ekm^ti^tidted liianifioii ta&e tbe place 
of &e «ettkt'd cabin, md r^ned etQ#?al^d taste 
btood oter tbe Ited^ #beve tbe boMrl ef tbe wdtf^ 
wd ■hwrp^ startling 801*61^ <tf 4h«» p^itib^f^ &Nrt 
beeaat^ tooAUi^r oo^^dis^ Budb waM my mother, 
iPi^O) In Hfe, Mia hlgUy esteemed, and enjoyed ^e 
cfebkity Of ititstj friends, and whose memory is 
e^bahiied in the hearts of her survitriiig children. 
* Ail iiicideint occurred in connection with my 
mother^s last and mortal illness, vouched for by 
members of the family, which, however, it may 
encourage the dogmas of spiriiamlisrn^ is deserving 
of mention. My mother's late residence in the town 
of Somer^riUe was a retil?^d and qiuet cottaffe homej 
beaatifull{^ improved^ a»d ^dhioEi^d after her own 
tasfee aiod fiHioy^ialulibr the mtet >{)art by ^her' own 
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hands. ^^My Uttle cottage homef' she was fond to. 
call it. . 

Upon the mantle in her room stood an old time 
clock; it had been a companion in time with her for 
near a half century. For several months previous, 
to her death, the old c^lock had refused to roa. 
Several repairers of clocks bad tinkered at it, yet it 
would not go*-it refused to make tin^e any more—* 
ij: worried my mother. She finally gave up the 
undertaking of making it rtm, and left it with its, 
weights sitting loose innd^ the case. A few days, 
previous to her death sh^ rode out to her daughter's, 
several miles in the country; it was on a Monday ^ 
she went out Tuesday night at about eight o'clock 
the members of the family who were sojourniaf^ 
with her in her ^ little cottage home," were startled 
and amazed by the ^' striking" of the old clock. 
Sitting in an adjoining room (there being no one in 
my mother's room), they, in mute astonishment, 
followed the strikes until it struck twelve. Sooie 
minutes afterward, and while the members of the 
family were speaking of the unaccountable incident 
(for every adult member of the family were aware of 
the abandoned condition of the old clock,) a messen- 
ger rapped at the door, announcing the sudden 
illness of my mother, and for a doctor to be sent in 
haste. At twelve o'clock the day following the morn- 
ing, she breathed her last. Connected with this inci- 
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dent, and which made it the more impressive and sad, 
she had sent in on Tuesday morning, writing a note, 
for certain articles of dress and material to be sent, 
which she desired should be made up and ready for 
shrouding her mortal remains. 

Our mother 1 'tis but thy mortal life death can sever ; 

Thy sweet image lives embalmed in our heart's afiVction forever. 



